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The Second Coming (of Werewolf Jesus) 


by lupinus, uraneia 


Summary 


Stiles was enjoying his senior year until his crazy English teacher decided he made the best 
candidate to gestate Derek's kid. Now Stiles is a seventeen-year-old pregnant dude and he 
and Derek have to figure their shit out, because in nine months they are going to be tied 
together for the rest of their lives. 


Notes 


This story was conceived of before Ms. Blake was confirmed as the Darach. So for the 
purposes of this story, she is a convenient villain who has access to Things Our Villain 
Needs. The Darach was somebody else who has been defeated along with the alpha pack. 


This fic involves Stiles being nonconsensually magically impregnated by his English 
teacher and Derek being a nonconsensual sperm donor. If lack of body autonomy or 
improperly translated Latin is a potential trigger for you, you may wish to skip this fic. 


First Trimester 


When Stiles wakes up it’s with the distinct thought of Not again. He could really stand to stop 
coming back to consciousness after being bashed on the head, drugged, spelled, or kidnapped from 
his bed, or any combination of the above, especially when that return to wakefulness comes with 
bonus bondage gear. Not that Stiles is opposed to giving that a shot eventually; he would just like 
to lose his virginity the regular way first, is all. 


As much as you can call any sex regular. 


But no, here he is, and he’s definitely tied up, again. He feels more muzzy-hungover than 
headachey, so probably drugs or spellwork rather than physical violence, which is something. At 
least he doesn’t have to worry about a concussion. Probably. 


Also—and this is a serious bonus for Stiles because this never happens—for once he isn’t gagged. 


“One of these days having a bunch of werewolf bodyguards is going to work to my advantage,” he 
mutters, mostly because he can, and starts squirming against his bonds. Whoever tied him down is 
a serious professional: the bindings are leather buckles, the table they’ re attached to is stainless 
steel, and there is absolutely no give. If he wants out, he’s going to have to break at least one of his 
thumbs. 


Sometimes Stiles is really glad for all those misspent hours watching Supernatural reruns. 


But before he can gear himself up to do the deed—with his face turned to one side so he doesn’t 
choke when he inevitably vomits—the door to his cell swings open and in swans his English 
teacher. 


Stiles did not see that coming. 


“There’s the spark,” she says pleasantly. “I hope you’re not too uncomfortable.” 


What. Is. Happening. 


“Oh, well, you know me.” Stiles wiggles his restraints as much as he can. “I just don’t feel like ’m 
pulling my weight unless I get kidnapped at least once a semester.” 


Ms. Blake tsks at him. “You’re going to bruise your wrists.” She moves over to the bench by the 
wall, where something iridescent white is foaming audibly in a beaker. “You don’t have to worry. 
I’m not going to hurt you.” 


The thing is, Stiles thinks she means that. Whatever she plans on doing to him, she doesn’t mean 
for it to injure him. Which doesn’t mean he’s going to enjoy what she does next, but at least he’s 
not in any immediate danger. 


“After all, I need you healthy,” she continues, picking up the beaker. “If you’re not healthy, he 
won’t be healthy.” 


Well, that sounds ominous. Stiles tries to nod, but he can’t take his eyes off the... magic potion, or 
whatever it is. “Right. So. I mean maybe you should untie me? This can’t be good for my joints.” 


“Oh, don’t worry your pretty virgin head,” she says in a manner that’s probably supposed to be 
soothing but raises goose bumps all over Stiles’s body. How the hell does his teacher know he’s a 
virgin? He didn’t think the BHHS rumor mill was that bad. “I already have a room prepared with 
everything you could want in the coming months.” She jams a clothespin on his nose, then threads 
her left hand in his hair—dammit, he knew he shouldn’t have given in to vanity and let it grow out 
—and yanks his head back. “But first you have to take your medicine.” 


Stiles does his best to struggle. He really does. But he has to breathe sometime. When he opens his 
mouth to gasp for air, Ms. Blake pours her bad juju down his throat. 


It tastes. Uh. Stiles doesn’t really want to think about what it tastes like, to be honest. He’s pretty 
sure he doesn’t want to know. Despite his best efforts to cough it up, he ends up swallowing most 
of it. 


Which is, predictably, when the cavalry shows up. 


"What the hell did she give me?" Stiles demands. 


He’s unbound, thanks to Lydia, who followed the snarling werewolves and unbuckled his 
restraints. Stiles is glad they brought her, since all the werewolves were too busy growling at Ms. 
Blake to help him up. Well, all the werewolves but Derek. Derek just stood there, fangs and claws 
out, looking at her with wide eyes, his whole face a mask of confused and hurt puppy. 


Happily, Cora was more with it, and tied Ms. Blake up while Scott and Isaac glared and snapped. 


Once Stiles was set free, Deaton walked in last. Apparently Obi-Wan was sufficiently disturbed by 
the Force to tag along for the ride. Stiles might feel touched if, you know, Deaton had ever given 
any indication that he cared about what happened to Stiles before. He immediately began to peruse 
the magical potion table. 


Stiles gave him about thirty seconds to look before he demanded to know what she’s done. But 
Deaton, the bastard, stayed silent for another half minute at least. 


Stiles opens his mouth to ask again when Deaton says, "Oh my.” 


Stiles does not like the sound of “oh my.” It is not a good sound. It's a very bad sound that makes 
him very unhappy. Dread pools in his stomach. "What did she do?" 


"Stiles, this is important. Did she make you drink anything?" 


Fuck. Fuck! "Yes." His voice breaks. "Why? What did she make me drink?" Because—it can’t 
have been what it tasted like. Right? 


"Hmm," Deaton says, flipping through the book in front of him. 


Stiles tries to be patient, but he’s currently digesting some unknown liquid. His patience is a bit 
thin on the ground. "Would you stop with the vague bullshit? I just drank something nasty-tasting 
that is probably magical and possibly poisonous, so could you please tell me what the hell it was?" 


"The intactus lupus infans," Deaton says with his usual calm. "It's an old spell, though I'm not sure 


why Ms. Blake wanted to cast it here." He looks over at Ms. Blake with his blank inquisitive stare. 


Ms. Blake glares at him. 


Stiles feels apoplectic. Having the name of the spell but not knowing its purpose is worse than 
being clueless. 


Lydia looks confused. "The virgin wolf baby?" she asks. God bless Lydia's Latin skills. 


Wait. What? 


"Okay, I get the virgin part, I think, but what does wolf baby mean exactly?" 


Because—oh God, Stiles just had a terrifying thought, and oh God—“ What the hell is a wolf 
baby?” 


Deaton looks up from the book. His gaze is heavy as he looks right at Stiles. "That would be a 
reference to the werewolf fetus you're going to gestate and give birth to." 


"What?" Stiles can feel the panic attack coming on. "Scott! Tell me your witch doctor boss did not 
just tell me I'm pregnant with a werewolf!" 


Scott rushes to Stiles's side, grabs his hand, and starts babbling reassuring Scott things. "Dude, hey, 
it's okay. I'm sure that’s not actually what Deaton meant. Everything is going to be fine. Breathe." 


Stiles has just about calmed down when Deaton opens his goddamn mouth again. “Hm. From the 
looks of her notes, I’d say Derek is the father." 


x 


When Stiles comes down from the panic attack, he’s sitting in the examination room at Deaton’ s 
clinic. His memories of how he got there are a little fuzzy, but he has the distinct impression it 
involved Scott carrying him bridal-style, so he’s probably better off not asking. 


“For the record,” he says, wrapping his arms around his knees, “I am really not okay right now.” 


The door opens and admits Deaton, followed by Lydia and Allison. “It’s going to be fine,” he says 
evenly, obviously trying for a soothing tone. Screw that. Stiles does not want to be soothed. “The 


spell Ms. Blake used will protect you from any harm that might come to you in the next ten 
months. It’s very powerful. You’re probably safer now than you have been in the past year.” 


Well, that should be reassuring. But it really isn’t. Especially because—“Did you say ten months?” 
Stiles says. “Because I was under the impression that human gestation—” 


“A full-term pregnancy is forty weeks,” Lydia says smoothly. “People who count pregnancy as ten 
months generally forget that the average month has 4.33 weeks, rather than just four.” She shoots 
Deaton an arch look, as if he’s offended her with his shoddy math. 


“Forty weeks,” Stiles repeats. Oh hell no. “Look, guys, thanks for the information, but uh, I don’t 
think you understand. I am a seventeen-year-old kid. A male kid. I cannot have a baby.” 


There’s the sound of something breaking in the next room, and Deaton sighs heavily. “Allison, 
would you let Scott out the mountain ash gate and have him escort Derek somewhere far away, 
please?” he says pleasantly. “While I understand his concern, this conversation is really none of his 
business.” 


Scott looks to Stiles for confirmation first, and Stiles gives it grudgingly. If anyone can kick Derek 
out, it’s Scott and Allison, and as much as Stiles would like to have Scott’s support for this, he 
wants Derek out of earshot more. “Go,” he says. “Maybe beat him up a little. He could probably 
use the distraction.” 


“Okay,” Scott says dubiously, but he lets his hand linger on Stiles’s knee. “Just... call me if you 
need anything.” 


Like a way out of this mess? Yeah. But all he says is “I will.” 


Scott and Allison leave, and Lydia takes Scott’s place beside Stiles on the exam table and reaches 
for his hand without comment. They all wait until they hear the bells above the door chime before 
they say anything else. 


Then Stiles says, “As I was saying, I can’t have a kid. Not happening. So you just. ...” He waves 
his hand. “You do what you gotta do, but get this out of me.” 


Lydia squeezes. “Stiles... we can’t.” 


He blinks. “What?” Of course they can. It hasn’t even been an hour. Stiles knows there are 
morning-after pills and abortions and lots of ways to make sure the nasty-ass potion that got forced 
down his throat doesn’t turn into a child in nine months. Ten months. Whatever. 


But Lydia shakes her head. “Stiles, I read the spell she used. It doesn’t only protect the bearer. It 
protects, well.” She drops her gaze to his stomach. 


Stiles’s stomach goes sour. “I’m going to have a kid.” 
No, it’s worse than that: he’s going to have Derek’s kid. 


Lydia squeezes his hand. “How....” He takes a deep breath. “Why Derek’s? Why not Scott’ s?” He 
could handle this with Scott. Scott would be a good dad. 


Deaton and Lydia exchange looks for a long minute. Eventually Deaton answers. “We assume it’s 
because of the... materials required for the spell. Ms. Blake had access to Derek, but it would have 
looked suspicious if she and Scott....” 


Oh God. Stiles takes a sharp breath through his nose. “Uh, guys. I think I’m gonna barf.” 


So it turns out that jizz taste to the magic potion? Not Stiles’s imagination. He ruefully reflects on 
this fact after he’s emptied his stomach and washed out his mouth with half a bottle of Listerine. 


Lydia is being freakishly sympathetic and rubbing his back. 


“So, what are we going to do about Ms. Blake?” Normally Stiles would not advocate the killing of 
humans—not unless like were psycho like Matt or turning into a lizard like Jackson—but right now 
he could happily get behind that plan. Happily. 


“There is a spell that I am not fond of casting, but considering the implications of this, I think Pd 
better,” Deaton says. Which isn’t helpful. 


Stiles glares at him over the rim of his can of ginger ale. 


Lydia is more forthcoming. “There’s a spell for amassing power, a lot of power. It’s the nuclear 
power plant of magic. But to cast it, you need a werewolf born of immaculate conception.” 


“You're shitting me.” 


She is not shitting him. 


“So she hijacked my body to bake a werewolf baby so she could sacrifice it to get more power?” 
The idea makes Stiles feel sick. 


“Presumably she has some greater cause or perhaps cohorts with which she concocted this plan. 
She is telling us very little.” 


“She did say she’s been searching for a while for the right pack to cast the spell.” 


Stiles nods, then realizes that doesn’t make as much sense as Lydia’s confident tone implies. 
“What do you mean the right pack?” 


“There are conditions that need to be met,” says Deaton. 


“For the Virgin Mary role. Obviously, she or he has to be a virgin, which not that easy these days. 
They also have to be part of the pack. You can’t just force this on any human.” Stiles wonders at 
the implications of the spell considering him to be part of Derek’s pack. Maybe the spell is just 
confused? 


“Okay, but wouldn’t that be easy to find?” 


“The Mary also needs to be a spark. This is not very easy to find. Actually, I am impressed she was 
able to find you at all.” 


Stiles wants to punch Deaton in the face. He wonders if it’s hormones, then remembers that he 
feels that way about the man a lot. “So what’s this spell you’re going to cast?” 


“A binding spell to sever the link between her body and her magic. It’s not unlike severing a spinal 
cord. The magic will be there, but she will be unable to use it.” 


“Oh.” It sounds nightmarish, but Stiles isn’t sure what else they could do. She wants to murder a 
baby—his baby. 


“Yes. There is a reason it is not cast often.” 


“But, wait, she’ ll still know about me. She could just get someone else to do the magic, right? As 
long as she knows about it, she’ Il be dangerous!” 


“Which is why Deaton will cast a memory spell on her too. He’ ll take away all the memories of 
you and what she did.” 


“Oh. Okay.” So Stiles and the baby will be safe. He doesn’t have to worry about her. Now he just 
has to worry about being seventeen and pregnant. And Derek being his baby daddy. Christ! 


Stiles groans. “I’m giving birth to Werewolf Jesus.” 


Lydia makes a noise that Stiles ignores, because hot on the heels of that thought comes another. 
“What the hell am I going to tell my Dad?!” 


Stiles doesn’t get an answer to his very important question that night. He strongly suspects he 
won’t like the answer when he receives it anyway. In the meantime, he’s recently been kidnapped 
and impregnated by a rogue magic practitioner, and he’s fucking tired. Screw homework—Stiles is 
going to bed. 


See if he ever writes another fucking English essay again. 


His dad is still on shift when he gets home, which is great because Stiles isn’t in the mood to talk to 
anyone. He trudges up the stairs, showers for most of an hour, and then falls into bed, hoping that 
when he wakes up, this whole thing will be a terrible, no good, very bad dream. 


Of course, Stiles has never in his life been that lucky. 


It feels like only minutes later when he opens his eyes again, though he sees by looking at the 
clock that three hours have passed. For a few beats he just listens to make sure he’s hearing when 
he thinks he’s hearing. Then he sighs and says, “You might as well come in, dude, we’re going to 
have to talk about it sometime.” 


The window slides open almost sheepishly—Stiles doesn’t know how that’s even possible—and 
Derek slides through it. Stiles can just see his silhouette in the light from the streetlight; his posture 
is sheepish too. “Deaton and Lydia took care of Jennifer.” 


Jennifer. Right. Because Stiles thought it was bad getting kidnapped and impregnated by his 
English teacher, but Derek? Derek presumably seduced her, or vice versa, only to find out later she 
just wanted him for his funky werewolf juice. Because he didn’t have enough intimacy issues to 
begin with. 


“Okay,” Stiles says. “Thanks for the message.” 


Predictably, Derek does not move back toward the window. Oh no. Now that things could not 
possibly be weirder between them, he’s making himself quite at home. Or—okay, not really, he 
still looks awkward as fuck, like he’d rather be anywhere else but can’t actually physically make 
himself leave. 


“Stiles, I—this is all my fault.” 


Ugh, no, not more crippling Derek guilt. Why. “Not unless you shapeshifted into a hot lady and 
poured a magical werewolf jizz cocktail down my throat.” 


Derek doesn’t even laugh. Seriously, why does Stiles even bother wasting his humor on this guy? 
“She could never have done this if I hadn’t—” 


He can’t even finish the sentence, that’s how many issues he has. “Derek....” Stiles sighs. “If she 
hadn’t gotten what she wanted from you the consensual way, she would have found a worse one, 
okay? She didn’t exactly ask my permission before making me the vessel for the werewolf 
messiah.” 


Derek makes a hurt noise and takes an abortive step forward. “You don’t... have to keep it. If you 


don’t want.” 


God, does Deaton just not tell anyone anything? “Yeah, I kind of do,” Stiles replies. “I’m probably 
not even actually pregnant yet’—though his stomach is starting to feel weird again, like maybe 
he’s growing a uterus or something—“but the magic is already protecting my body, apparently. I 
mean, it’s nice to know I’m not going to become werewolf chow for the next ten months, but it 
also sort of means I’m stuck having the kid.” 


Again, that hurt little sound. “I meant if you... I could raise it. When it’s born.” 


Stiles’s mouth drops open. Before he can actually consider the words coming out of his mouth, he 
says, “No offense, dude, but you’re like, the one person in town who is less equipped to deal with 
this than I am.” 


Derek flinches back hard, and Stiles instantly regrets the words. Even though he knows he’s right 
—Derek is totally not equipped to play Daddy— he could have chosen his words more carefully. 
For all his faults, Derek wants to do right by people and pretty obviously just wants a family, wants 
a pack. This baby is probably a lot of Derek’s dreams come true. 


But it’s also Stiles’s kid, and Stiles isn’t ready to make decisions about the rest of the baby’s life. 


He rubs a hand over his face. “I’m sorry. That was shitty.” 


“You were right,” Derek croaks, and Stiles just can’t deal with this right now. He’s tired and he 
feels crappy and his stomach is twisting uncomfortably, if not painfully, and he cannot deal with 
Derek’s manpain. He just can’t. 


“Maybe.” He drops his hand. “Look, Derek, I can’t do this right now. I just want to sleep.” 


Derek’s eyes are wide and guileless and filled with pain. Jesu—Crapola. Derek Hale’s life: it never 
rains but it tsunamis. 


“T’m going back to sleep. Do you want to....” Stiles waves a hand, indicating the room. 


Derek gives a jerky nod. 


“Well, have a seat or whatever.” Stiles collapses back on his bed and burrows into his pillow. 


There is silence for a long time as Derek stays where he is. “Stiles?” he says eventually. 


Stiles, who can’t sleep with Derek just standing there watching him like a creeper, grunts. 


“Would you mind—I mean—you can say no—” 


“What do you want, Derek?” 


“Can I sleep with you?” It comes out in a rush and sounds so unlike Derek that Stiles opens both 
eyes and stares at him. “Just to sleep. I—my instincts are—I just need to be nearby right now.” 


And maybe it’s the new girly hormones or maybe it’s the exhaustion, or maybe it’s remembering 
that as shitty as his day has been, Derek’s has been pretty awful too, but Stiles says, “Yeah, all 
right,” and moves over so Derek can climb in. “But take off the leather—boots and jacket.” 


There is rustling as Derek strips down, and then carefully, gingerly, he climbs into the bed and lies 
down. He’s stiff as a board and pointedly not touching Stiles. Under normal circumstances that 
might keep Stiles awake, but not right now. He’s just too damned tired. 


x 


Stiles wakes the next morning feeling warm and cozy, which makes sense, when his brain fires up 
enough to process everything. He’s in bed with Derek, who is uncommonly warm. Also, they’ re 
cuddling, and Stiles is the little spoon. They are not, fortunately, plastered together or touching too 
much, but Derek has his left arm slung over Stlies’s waist so one large palm rests on Stiles’s 
stomach. He wonders if Derek was conscious when he did that. 


It seems they have a lot of figuring out to do. Because as much as neither of them asked for this, as 
much as they didn’t even agree tacitly to this by having sex together, they’re both in this. This kid 
is going to belong to both of them, and they have to figure out how to deal. 


Maybe it’s the magic, but Stiles is feeling warm fuzzies for Derek this morning. He’s just thinking 
maybe they’ll be able to have a proper talk and work things out when his dad knocks on his door. 
“Morning, Stiles,” he says as he walks in. “I needed to ask you—why is Derek Hale in your bed?” 


Stiles turns his head incrementally so he can look at Derek, who’s sleeping the sleep of the very 


pretty dead. “Well.” He swallows. “It’s kind of a funny story.” 


“You know, that’s strange, because I’m not laughing.” 


Stiles blows out a breath and tries to shift Derek’s hand off his stomach without attracting more 
attention to the whole touching thing. Judging by his dad’s expression, he’s not particularly 
successful. “Yeah, me neither,” he mutters. “Just....” He swings his feet over the side of the bed 
and sits up carefully. The last thing he needs is to add fainting spells to his list of emasculating new 
hobbies. “Let me make coffee or something first. Uh, are you working today?” 


His dad frowns at him. “It’s my day off.” 


Stiles doesn’t know how Derek’s managing to sleep through this, but he’s super jealous. “Good.” 
This is the kind of conversational blow that can only be softened by copious amounts of alcohol. 
“It’s five o’clock somewhere, right?” Gingerly, he gets to his feet. 


The frown deepens. “You’re not going to wake him up?” 


“T m not dealing with him until I’m caffeinated. A man has limits.” When he’s sure he’s not going 
to fall down the stairs, Stiles makes for the door. “Come on. You still have a fifth of Jack 
somewhere, right?” 


“It’s a little early in the morning for underage drinking.” 


“Oh, the alcohol isn’t for me.” At the bottom of the stairs, he makes a beeline for the coffeemaker, 
his only friend in a cruel mixed-up world. 


“Stiles, you’re starting to freak me out.” 


And that’s the last straw, really. Stiles just manages to flick the coffeemaker on before laughter 
overtakes him and his knees give out. For a few seconds he holds on to the counter for support, but 
then his arms give out too and he slides down to the floor helplessly. “Really, Dad?” he says, and 
oh crap, it doesn’t sound like he’s laughing anymore. “After everything that’s happened over the 
past year—you’re just starting to freak out now? We had serial murders, followed by more serial 
murders, followed by ritualistic serial murders, but now you’re freaking out.” 


Stiles’s dad’s blurry knees turn into his blurry face, and then he’s sitting on the floor in front of 
Stiles, looking extremely concerned. Well, Stiles guesses he looks concerned, but it’s hard to tell 
on account of his vision has gone blurry. And his face is wet. Oh God, is he crying? 


“Stiles, are you having a panic attack?” 


That sets him laughing again, which is gross because there’s tears and snot involved and he doesn’t 
want that shit in his mouth. “No!” he gasps. Fuck, this shouldn’t be funny. “Do you know what? I 
have spent the past year being terrorized by werewolves and abusive grandpas and murder lizards, 
and then an evil druid garroting people got involved, and I am not having a panic attack. This is 
just a plain old-fashioned breakdown.” 


“Oh God,” Dad mutters, sitting heavily on the floor. “I should’ ve been around more, I—kid, I’m 
going to get you help, okay? Whatever you’re going through, we can get past it.” 


Stiles doesn’t even bother responding to that. Partly he can’t, because he’s laugh-sobbing too hard. 
His dad has no idea what he’s doing and therefore won’t be much help, and the awesome thing is 
that’s Stiles’s fault because Stiles didn’t tell him in the first place when shit started going down. 
This is just sheer karmic retribution for him being a shitty son. He deserves this. 


“We should get him off the floor,” someone says after a moment of nothing but disgusting wet 
slurping sounds. 


Stiles’s dad answers. “If you get his left side, I can—” 


“Tve got it.” 


And Stiles gets that damsel moment after all, because he’s pretty sure Derek is carrying him to the 
couch, bridal style. 


He wonders if this would count as a shotgun wedding. 


By the time Stiles has calmed down, Derek has poured three cups of coffee and even made his 
dad’s Irish. 


His dad is sitting in his easy chair, staring into his cup. Stiles drinks the glass of water that Derek 
hands him first, and blows his nose. Then, because Stiles makes pathetic noises and grabby hands 
at the coffee he’s holding hostage, Derek hands him the mug. 


Stiles moans in delight and brings the mug to his lips. Or he tries to, anyway. Except it doesn’t 
exactly work out since the coffee just stops about three inches away from his mouth. Stiles frowns, 
pushes the cup away, and then pulls it closer again. Once again it stops just short of his reach. It’s 
like there’s an invisible force field between him and his coffee. 


He tries again. It still doesn’t work. Stiles is starting to get suspicious. This can’t be happening. 
“Derek!” 


Derek jerks and gets half out of his seat on the couch, darting his gaze around the room and 
looking for a threat. “What?” 


“Why can’t I drink my coffee?!” Stiles says shrilly. The tone is pretty unflattering, but Stiles 
doesn’t really care right now because he can’t drink his COFFEE! 


Derek freezes and blinks at him, stunned. Then he says slowly, “You know, studies says that 
caffeine is bad for....” His eyes flick in the direction of Stiles’s dad and then back. “Growth,” he 
finishes. 


Stiles stares at him, uncomprehending, and then: “Are you suggesting the magical protection spell 
is keeping me from my coffee?!” He still sounds shrill, but he also still doesn’t care. Coffee. 


“Wait, I’m sorry. Did you just say that a magic spell is preventing you from drinking coffee?” 


That shifts Stiles’s focus away from his coffee woes. “Yes. Dad—’” Stiles starts, but then doesn’t 
know how to get the words out. “Derek has something to show you.” 


“T do?” Derek is sitting again, but his posture is stiff and he’s clearly not at ease. He turns wide 
eyes to Stiles. 


“Well, do you think he’s just going to believe me when I tell him werewolves are real?” 


“No?” Derek still has his gaze on Stiles like he’s waiting for something more. Whether it’s because 
he’s hoping he’s guessed wrong about where this is going or because he’s hoping Stiles will 
explain it in smaller words, Stiles doesn’t know. 


“Werewolves,” says his dad. “Werewolves are real.” He rubs a hand over his face. 
“Show him, Derek.” 

Derek sighs and shifts obligingly. 

When Dad takes his hand from his face, he jumps at the sight of Derek. “What the hell!” 
“Werewolf! And completely safe. Mostly safe. Point is, you don’t need to shoot him.” 


“Werewolves....” His dad stares down at his coffee cup for a long moment. Then drains it. “It’s 
depressing; that information just makes my life make more sense. Everything that’s happened in 
this town—were your parents werewolves?” 


Derek gives one jerky nod. 


“So much sense.” 


“Good! Excellent. Glad we got that out of the way. So, since you believe us about the werewolves, 
we should get on to other things.” 


“Like why magic is keeping you from your coffee?” His dad raises one eyebrow. Stiles totally does 
not deserve that look this morning. 


“Exactly! It’s a protection spell to keep me in good health.” 


“Why, after all this ttme—because it sounds like you’ ve been facing danger for a while now—did 
you feel the need for a protection spell?” 


Stiles forgets sometimes that his dad is an amazing detective. “Oh, it wasn’t me. It was my English 
teacher.” Derek flinches almost imperceptibly at that. “She cast a spell to keep me protected the 
entire time I’m pregnant.” 


Dad just sort of freezes at the news and stares at Stiles like he can’t compute the information. 


Stiles, who’s a horrible person, keeps going, voice light if a little hysterical. “So ’m MTV worthy 
now! Seventeen and pregnant with werewolf Jesus. And Derek is the baby daddy. Mazel tov!” 


Stiles probably shouldn’t be surprised when his dad goes for his sidearm, and yet he is. “Whoa!” 
he shouts, jumping up and getting between his dad and—oh Lord, his life—his baby’s dad. “Hold 
up. First of all, when did you start carrying that thing in the house?” Probably around the third or 
fourth serial killer to hit Beacon Hills, Stiles thinks. His dad’s not an idiot. “Second of all, I mean, 
you can shoot Derek if you want, I guess, but it won’t help. He’ll get better and you’ ll still have to 
fill out paperwork for discharging your service weapon, and PIU have to get the blood out of the 
carpet. Werewolf blood stains, Dad.” 


Neither Dad nor Derek looks particularly overwhelmed by Stiles’s awesome and totally true 
speech, but his dad does put the gun away. 


“Besides,” Stiles continues, “it’s not like Derek did this on purpose. He doesn’t even like me.” 


On second thought, maybe that wasn’t the most compelling argument he could’ ve used with his 
dad. “Then why—” 


“Did you miss the part where Ms. Blake did this to me? Werewolf semen doesn’t just happen to 
have magical uterus-seeding properties, okay.” He pauses and looks at Derek. “Right?” 


Derek puts a hand over his eyes. He probably can’t believe this is his life either. “No.” 


“So really the only way you can blame Derek is for not sleeping with me, since the stupid spell 
required a virgin.” 


Stiles’s dad looks meaningfully at his empty coffee mug. Derek looks like he would like very 
much to disappear just like the liquid inside it did. 


“Then how is he the father?” 


Oh good, another uncomfortable question. “I’m assuming because Ms. Blake had access to 
Derek’s, uh, raw materials.” Derek flinches. Stiles wonders how much of their mutual 
nonaggression pact he can destroy in one painful conversation. “Sorry,” he adds to Derek. 


Derek shrugs. “You’re not wrong.” 


He never just understands when Stiles needs him to. “I mean that you got nonconsensually used as 
a sperm donor.” 


Stiles’s dad rubs his hands over his face. “There isn’t enough alcohol in the world for this, kid.” 
“Ugh, quit whining. I can’t even have coffee.” 


Dad looks at Derek. “What about you? I never drink alone before breakfast.” He pauses as if 
realizing that he has, in fact, already done this today. “If I can help it.” 


“I doubt you have anything strong enough to affect me,” Derek hedges. 
“Not the point.” He gets up and heads toward the kitchen. “Besides, I don’t have any cigars.” 
As far as congratulations go, it’s about as much as anyone can expect. 


x 


Derek hovers while Stiles prepares breakfast. Stiles can’t decide whether to be annoyed or irritated, 
but eventually he gives up protesting and just makes Derek scramble the eggs while Stiles butters 
toast. His dad watches from the kitchen table over his second Irish coffee. 


When Stiles grabs the oven mitts to take the bacon out, Derek is right in his space, eyes lowered. 
“What—” Stiles starts, but Derek cuts him off. 


“I like you fine, Stiles.” 


Admittedly, that was nowhere near the realm of things Stiles expected to hear out of his mouth. 
“Oh,” he says. “That’s good, I guess, since werewolf adoption is probably out of the question.” 


Derek nods but doesn’t move, and he’s sort of in the way. 
“Uh,” Stiles says, “could you...? Otherwise the bacon’s going to burn.” 


Derek moves, and Stiles pulls the bacon out of the oven and sets the tray on the stovetop. “Could 
you maybe... plates? Uh, above the microwave.” 


This day just keeps getting weirder. First his dad caught him cuddling in bed with Derek Hale and 
now they’re making breakfast together while his dad gets drunk. Stiles can’t think about it too hard 
or he’ll go nuts, though, so he just digs into the drawer for cutlery and hopes for the best. 


“Are you going to tell him anything else?” Derek asks softly. 


“Like what?” Stiles thought he pretty well covered everything about the magical baby. 


Derek rolls his eyes. “Like what happened with the Darach or the alphas.” 


Oh. Derek meant that else. “I guess... now that he knows a little, he should probably know 
everything. At this point, the more he knows, the safer he’ Il be.” 


Surprisingly, Derek nods his agreement. Stiles hadn’t thought he’d advocate honesty. 


Once the food is settled on the table and they start eating, Stiles says, “So, Werewolves 101.” 


His dad doesn’t look like he appreciates the education he’s about to receive. Whatever, he’ ll be 
happy to be well informed in the end. After all, in ten months he’ll have one for a grandkid. 


x 


Stiles doesn’t see Derek for a week. After they told his father everything, Derek headed home. 

That night Stiles half expected Derek to come crawling through his window again, but he didn’t 
that day or any of the others, not even after Stiles left him a message saying his dad had looked into 
“Jennifer Blake,” found an outstanding warrant from Oklahoma, and cheerfully had her extradited 
to await trial for fraud. All told, Stiles figured their canoodling was a one-time thing. 


Still, a week later, Stiles has yet to see Derek again. It’s not that he hasn’t been enjoying his 
vacation from Derek, it’s just that Derek said he wanted to be close to Stiles and then he 
disappeared, and Stiles doesn’t trust anything that can stop Derek from being a creeper. Derek 
excels at being a creeper, and if something is keeping him from creeping, that something can’t be 
good. 


So Stiles goes to the loft. Cora answers the door and, after giving him a long considering look, lets 
him in. “Derek!” Then she picks up her jacket and walks out without saying a word to Stiles. 


“Rude much?” Stiles mumbles to himself. He looks around but doesn’t see Derek anywhere. 
“Hello?” 


He gets an answering shout from upstairs and figures Derek must have been showering or 
changing or something. 


Deciding to wait in comfort, Stiles makes for the couch. He’s been crazy tired for the past week. 
He’s not sure if it’s the stress of growing a womb and gestating a kid that’s wiped him out, or the 
withdrawal, since not only is Stiles not allowed caffeine, he can’t take his Adderall either. Stiles 
has spent the last seven days groggy and poorly focused. He deserves all the comfy things he can 
get. 


First week of pregnancy is a bitch, Stiles decides. Derek’s couch, though, is a thing of the gods. It’s 
soft and comfy and smells amazing. Stiles curls up in a ball and considers taking a catnap then and 
there, when the massive pile of books on the coffee table catches his attention. 


Stiles knows Derek isn’t illiterate. He’s got books—has even been spotted reading some of them— 
but they don’t usually take over his home, unlike these books here. Stiles scoots forward 
(lamenting the loss of his awesome snuggle position, but—mystery!) and starts rifling through the 
titles. 


After the third one, he notices a pattern. It seems Derek bought out the entire pregnancy and baby 
section of a Barnes and Noble. At a quick glance, Stiles guesses he’s got a dozen different sources 
for what to expect during pregnancy, written for mothers, fathers, and couples, and at least as many 
books about early child development. 


It’s kind of sweet, actually. It makes Stiles want to hug Derek, since obviously Derek isn’t planning 
on just throwing himself at this and hoping for the best. Stiles blames the hormones for that bizarre 
and somewhat alarming thought. 


“Stiles?” Derek asks as he comes down the stairs. He looks concerned. “What’s going on?” 


“Nothing, nothing,” Stiles says. He tosses the book in his hand back on the table and resumes his 
comfy position on the couch. Seriously, Stiles might move in with Derek just so he never has to 
leave this spot. “Doing some reading, I see.” Stiles gestures toward the books. 


“Yeah.” Derek settles onto the couch with him, watching Stiles closely. “I haven’t actually been 
around a baby since Cora was born,” he admits. 


“Well”—and Stiles suddenly needs to give Derek this olive branch—‘‘maybe you could let me 
borrow some? I mean, whatever you’re finding most helpful.” 


“I... yeah, sure.” A hint of color—oh God, is Derek blushing? That’s so wrong—creeps up his 
cheeks. “I made notes in a couple, so you don’t have to read all the way through.” 


Derek Hale doing Daddy homework. Now there’s something Stiles never thought he’d live to see. 
And he definitely wouldn’t have thought it would be this adorable. 


Ugh, that must be the hormones talking again. “Thanks,” he says. “I mean I sort of think I might 
have enough on my plate with trying to graduate high school. I am so not becoming a statistic.” 


“No, just an MTV special.” 


Stiles snorts. “Hilarious, dude. Seriously. You should tone it down, though, don’t want to send me 
into early labor.” 


Derek—smiles. Wow, no, he is not allowed to do that anymore, that leads to inappropriate 
thoughts. Stiles already has to have a kid with him; he doesn’t need a crush on the guy as well. 


“You know, that’s one thing we actually don’t have to worry about.” 


Yeah, Deaton explained that Ms. Blake’s creepy spell will continue to draw power from her even 
though she can’t access it consciously anymore, so Stiles is basically invulnerable until this kid 
decides to show up. Which, he’s not sure how that’s even going to work. If he grows a vagina 
along with the uterus, he’ll be pissed, and he’s not sure the spell will allow a C-section. 


He puts it on the ever-growing list of things to worry about later. For now, he kicks his shoes off 
and decides to do Derek a favor. “Look, I came over to check on you because you said your wolfy 
instincts make it hard to be apart, so.” He spins ninety degrees and puts his feet up on the couch. 
“Turns out being a growing boy who has a 50 percent chance of growing another boy wipes me 
out. I’m going to have a nap. You want fetal bonding time?” 


“You’re one week pregnant,” Derek protests. “You have an embryo at best. Maybe. If you’re not 
still growing extra parts.” 


“See, this is why I should keep you around,” Stiles says. His feet are cold—it’s freezing in the loft 
—so he sticks them under Derek’s leg. Derek can threaten to rip his throat out all he wants; he 
can’t do shit to Stiles right now. “Keep me from looking like an idiot.” 


Derek rolls his eyes but doesn’t protest being used as a footwarmer. Interesting. “Nothing could do 
that.” 


“Ouch, Derek. Words can hurt. Do you want belly bonding time or what?” 
Frowning, Derek says, “I thought you wanted a nap.” 


“Uh, yeah.” Stiles raises an eyebrow. “That’s what we did last time, remember? I slept like a rock, 
dude. That doesn’t happen to me. Well, it didn’t before I gave up caffeine and Adderall. But you 
don’t have to cuddle me if you don’t want to. It’s cool, I get it if it’s too weird.” 


Derek looks honestly torn, and Stiles feels for him. In another life, he probably would have been a 
family man. Instead he has a dysfunctional pack slowly being eaten away by a supernatural war of 
attrition. 


Finally Derek says, “The couch is kind of small.” 


Stiles inhales a little too sharply. Because postrescue cuddling with Derek in his own bed was one 
thing. This is napping with intent. “I’m open to other suggestions,” he says hesitantly. 


Derek seems to be turning an idea over in his head. It takes him a minute before he voices it aloud. 
“T have a bed now,” he offers. 


Do not read into this, Stiles coaches his pregnant virgin body. This is father-embryo bonding time 
only. You don’t even like him. Not that like necessarily had anything to do with any equation 
involving Derek’s improbable good looks. “So,” he says brightly, “naptime?” 


They settle on the bed on top of the covers. Stiles collapses on his back, limbs akimbo, while 
Derek lies next to him, on his side. His hand starts to slide hesitantly toward Stiles’s stomach. 
Stiles can’t fight the grin, so he rolls over onto his side to hide his face. Derek’s hand goes still. It 
occurs to him that Derek might have thought Stiles was turning away to reject him, so he squirms 
back into Derek’s space. When Derek’s hand still doesn’t move again, Stiles reaches back and puts 
it on his abdomen. 


“There. Now go to sleep.” 


Stiles snuggles into the pillow. It’s soft and fluffy and smells heavenly. Before Stiles knows what’s 
happening, he’s asleep. 


x 


He wakes up groggy and disorientated, not sure where he is at first. It takes him a few seconds to 
remember he’s in Derek’s bed, and judging by the light coming in the windows, it’s sunset. They 
slept the afternoon away. 


They’ re spooning again, but Derek is curled in closer this time, his nose nudging at the back of 
Stiles’s neck, his hand still on his abdomen. 


Stiles is comfortable where he is, but he really has to pee, so he squirms out from his grasp. When 
he comes back, Derek is watching him. 


“Hey,” Stiles says, feeling shy. He doesn’t really know what else to say. 

Fortunately, Derek does. He sits up slowly. “You’re pregnant.” 

Which, Stiles isn’t sure what to do with that. He has known this fact for a week. “Yes.” 
“I mean, you smell pregnant.” 

“Oh. Pregnancy has a smell? What does it smell like?” 


Derek blinks at him, then shrugs. “It smells like pregnancy. I don’t know how to describe it. It 
doesn’t smell like anything else.” 


“Oh.” Stiles looks at the clock. It’s almost six. Reminded by the late hour, his stomach picks that 
moment to gurgle. 


Derek seems to snap to attention. “Are you hungry? I could make you something to eat. Or we 
could order something.” 


Stiles chews his lower lip, considering. His dad’s working tonight—one of the reasons he came 
over—so he’s not expected at home. Stiles hasn’t exactly been very hungry these days, but food 
does sound good after that nap. “You can cook?” 


Derek shrugs. “A little.” He gets up off the bed and makes for the kitchen. “You coming?” 


In the kitchen, Derek rummages around, then starts pulling out food. Stiles settles on a barstool and 
watches him work. They don’t really talk, which is fine. What would they talk about? Stiles just 
watches as Derek chops and mixes, and wonders what Derek is making. 


It turns out Derek is making him quiche. Stiles doesn’t know what to do with that, so he shuts up 
and eats. 


And moans like a cheap whore when he gets it in his mouth. “Oh my God, this is amazing!” He 
takes another bite. 


Derek flushes at the compliment. Stiles doesn’t have time to contemplate it this time, though. He’s 
too busy eating. 


After Stiles demolishes half the quiche, Derek hands over a bowl filled with yogurt and fruit. 


“Are you serious?” Yogurt isn’t exactly one of his favorite snacks. 


“It’s good for you. Both of you,” Derek says. 


Stiles sighs gustily before eating it all. Which turns out to be the best idea ever, because Derek 
rewards him with a chocolate brownie from heaven. Okay, so maybe Derek is better suited to this 
whole family thing than Stiles was going to give him credit for. 


At least they don’t have to worry about the Darach or the alpha pack anymore, so they can 
reasonably assume they’ II both live to see the kid. Well, Stiles definitely will, and now that he 
knows Derek can cook, he has a vested interest in keeping him alive. He could probably function 
as an actual human shield right now, not that he has much interest in testing it. 


Okay, he really wants to test it, but he’s 99 percent sure Derek will flip his shit if he suggests 
anything. 


“So.” Stiles looks at Derek over the crumbled remains of what used to be a brownie, and debates 
licking the plate. “Are you going to be, like, my maternity yenta or something?” 


“I think the term is ‘birth partner,” Derek deadpans. 


Stiles shudders. “Oh my God, no. No, okay? If I grow a vagina to squeeze this kid out of, nobody 
but a trained medical professional who happens to be my best friend’s mom is going to be seeing it. 
Which, let me tell you, those are words I never thought I’d say.” 


Derek opens his mouth as if to speak, then seems to think better of it and glances down at Stiles’s 
body and—and his nostrils flare, way to invade a guy’s privacy, dude. 


Stiles smacks him on the arm. “You did not just do what I think you just did.” 


Derek has the grace to look ashamed. “Sorry.” Then he shakes it off. “I just thought—I could help 
with the pain. I didn’t think about....” His gaze flicks down again. “I wouldn’t look.” 


Why would you want to? Stiles thinks. “Dude, think about what that’s going to smell like.” In 
eighth grade, they all had to watch a video of a woman giving birth as part of their sex education 
class. Stiles still has trauma. 


That puts a terrified expression on Derek’s face. 


Stiles nods. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.” He sighs. “Look, we still have thirty-nine weeks to 
figure this out, right? Custody arrangements and feeding schedules and whatever. I mean, it’s not 
like breastfeeding is going to be an option.” 


Derek sort of freezes, looking really incredibly fucking guilty, and—no. No. “Not even if it’s a 
possibility,” Stiles says firmly. “It’s bad enough that bitch assaulted me. It’s bad enough that I 
can’t do anything about it and have to carry this kid to term. It’s bad enough that this is probably 
going to kill my chances of getting laid before I get out of high school. Derek, even if I get D-cups, 
I will not be breastfeeding this child. Once I get my body back, it’s mine.” 


On the tabletop, Derek’s hand curls into a loose fist. “But all the books say breastfeeding is better 
for—” 


“A number of reasons that don’t apply to baby werewolves,” Stiles cuts in. 
Derek scowls. “Fine.” 


Sighing, Stiles lays his head on the countertop. “God, what are we doing? We are going to be the 


worst parents ever. We can’t even be civil to each other after a three-hour nap! I don’t want to be 
the parents who fight all the time. Scott’s parents used to be like that, and it sucked.” 


For a long moment they’re both quiet and mopey. Then Derek says, “My parents never fought. 
They were really quiet and supportive with each other.” 


“Seriously?” Somehow that surprises Stiles. He sort of expected werewolf relationships to be 
feisty. “That’s weird. Mine didn’t fight exactly, but they used to bicker like—I don’t know. Whose 
turn it was to take out the garbage or who left their dirty socks in the bathroom or whether my 
mom?’s teal car was green or blue. It was always something.” He catches Derek looking at him 
knowingly. “What?” 


Derek shakes his head a little. “Nothing. Just—you know that was probably foreplay, right?” 


Stiles jerks upright. “Gah! No! Why would you say that?” It’s not that Stiles was entirely unaware 
of the fact that the bickering was friendly and not hostile, but he’d never stopped to put it in those 
terms. 


Derek shrugs, a smile ghosting around the edges of his mouth. “Because it’s true?” 


“Derek Hale, you’re a terrible person.” Stiles puts his head down on the counter again, hiding from 
Derek and his awful suggestions. Also, he can’t look at his face right now. The almost smiling is 
freaking him out. 


“Stiles,” Derek says, and his voice has gone serious, “we—I know that you’re going to do a good 
job, even though you’re young. You have your dad. And I want to do right by you.” 


Stiles lifts his head. “You make it sound like I’m a romance heroine and you got me ‘into trouble.’ 
Dude, you do realize that you don’t have to ‘do right by’ me, right?” 


Derek is looking down at the counter. He’s still holding the cloth that he had been using to wipe 
down the countertop, but his hands have gone still. “I do, though.” 


“Derek, this isn’t your fault.” 


“You wouldn’t be in this if you weren’t part of my pack. If I wasn’t stupid enough to trust someone 
I didn’t know.” Derek makes a harsh sound before adding in an undertone, “Again.” 


Stiles doesn’t even know where to begin with that damning word. He files it away in the folder 
labeled: Reasons Derek Hale Is So Fucked Up. 


“Tt also wouldn’t have happened if I wasn’t a virgin or a spark, but I’m both, and you, buddy, have 
no control over that. You also aren’t responsible for other people’s actions. If other people use your 
body to do shitty things, it’s still their fault.” 


Derek swallows, stares at him for a long time. “You aren’t lying.” 


“Of course I’m not lying.” Derek’s emotional baggage is alarming. “Look, that’s enough heavy 
conversation for one day. We’ve covered a lot and decided that no one but Jennifer Blake is to 
blame and that by the time this kid pops out, we’re totally going to be ready to rock this parenting 
shit. Now. Let’s watch some TV.” 


The hint of the smile returns. “I don’t have a TV.” 


“What?” Stiles spins on the chair and looks around the room but sees no evidence of a TV. “Dude! 


How did I not notice before? Also, how do you survive?” 

“Not everyone likes TV,” Derek says. He’s wearing a very patronizing face. 

Stiles just gives him his “bitch, please” expression in return. 

Derek cracks first. “I have a laptop and Netflix.” 

“That’s more like it! I'm feeling all nostalgic; let’s queue up Pirates of the Caribbean.” 
Derek looks skeptical but doesn’t argue. Bless the man. 


* 


The second week is both a copy of the first—Stiles is still exhausted—and entirely different, as 
Derek takes to feeding him at every opportunity. 


Stiles has just settled into being too tired but well fed when Thursday happens. Stiles used to like 
Thursdays. There was nothing wrong with Thursdays. There was no reason to hate them at all... 
until this Thursday. 


Thursday they have their dissection of a fetal pig. 


Stiles wasn’t exactly looking forward to it. He’d mostly been dreading it all term. Why anyone 
would enjoy chopping up dead things, Stiles doesn’t know. Well, maybe he’s willing to concede 
that there might be an alternate reality where he enjoyed the fuck out of dissecting the frog last 
year. But after all the death and mayhem, Stiles just doesn’t feel it anymore. Mostly he thinks it’s 
kind of morbid. He’d rather learn this stuff from a book. 


He was planning to grin and bear it this year, but on Thursday, when Mrs. Bayer hands out the 
pigs, his stomach rolls. The whole class smells of formaldehyde. And when Lydia picks up her 
knife and cuts into the tiny little body of the dead fetus, Stiles is struck by the fact that this is a 
half-formed child, a dead baby. Suddenly formaldehyde is the only thing he can smell. It’s 
oppressive, vile, and his stomach heaves in protest. 


He barely makes it to the garbage before he vomits, his whole body jerking with it. When he’s 
done, he lifts his head to find the entire class silent and staring at him. Well, the entire class but 
Scott, who’s crouching beside him, one hand on his back. 


“You okay?” he asks quietly, his eyes big with worry. 


Stiles nods. His stomach is already starting to feel more settled, though there is a tiny but persistent 
feeling of nausea. “I think I’m coming down with something,” he says weakly. 


Mrs. Bayer, who had joined them by now, nods in agreement. “Being here won’t help you feel any 
better. Scott, please take Stiles down to the nurse’s station so he can be excused for the day. Then 
come straight back.” 


Scott helps Stiles get to his feet and starts guiding him out. 


“My bag,” Stiles says. He doesn’t want to go back for it himself, though; his stomach might not be 
as calm as he thought. 


“Keep going, l lI—” starts Scott, but Lydia interrupts. 


“Here.” She’s standing behind them, holding Stiles’s backpack. 


“Thanks,” Stiles says as Scott takes the bag. And then they’re gone. 


Scott takes him to the nurse, but the nurse won’t let him drive himself home in case he gets in an 
accident, and Stiles’s dad is on shift. He’d come pick Stiles up anyway, but the other deputies 
might start getting suspicious if Stiles’s dad has to come get him because he’s sick all the time. 


So when the nurse says, “Is there someone you can call to come get you?”—well. Actually there 
is. 
Stiles punches in Derek’s number. “Hi, Dad, it’s me.” 


Derek doesn’t fuck around asking what’s up with the wrong number thing. “Stiles? What do you 
need?” 


“I think I’m coming down with something. I barfed all over the biology classroom.” 
Silence. Then: “Are you okay?” 


“Yeah,” Stiles says, scratching at the back of his neck. Ugh, it feels sweaty. He makes a pathetic 
face for the nurse’s benefit. “Just. I’m at the nurse’s office. They won’t let me drive myself home. 
Think you can pick me up?” 


Another pause, this one briefer. “T 1l text you from the parking lot.” 


Thank God. Stiles eyes the nurse and gives her a green smile. He better really sell this—usually 
parents have to come in and sign their kids out. So he pulls out the big guns. “Love you, Dad.” 


Then he hangs up. 


Well, this should be interesting. Stiles moves “turn eighteen” up a few slots on his to-do list. 
There’s only so many times he’ll be able to con the nurses. Maybe Danny can help him hack the 
school records. 


Of course, he’d probably have to explain how he’s having Derek’s magical test-tube baby. Danny 
may have clued in to the whole werewolf thing (and also, luckily, the thing where Derek is not 
Stiles’s cousin Miguel), but Stiles has noticed he doesn’t hang out with them as much as he used to. 
Which, Stiles can’t blame him for that, since Danny’s werewolf boyfriend was an actual murderer. 
He might have decided werewolves are just too much drama. 


If only Stiles had decided that last year, he wouldn’t be Werewolf Virgin Mary right now. 
Hindsight. Gets you every time. 


After what seems like forever, Stiles’s phone chirps. In the parking lot. 


Stiles looks at the nurse. His stomach still feels like it’s full of really angry snakes, but he doesn’t 
know how much he has left to purge. He makes himself look as pitiful as possible and chokes back 
a fake gag that almost turns into a real one. “I uh, my dad’s—” He cuts off and covers his mouth. 
“Can I go?” 


Apparently the nurse is concerned about being puked on, because she nods quickly and ignores 
protocol. Awesome. 


Derek has the Toyota pulled up right to the doors, and Stiles climbs into the passenger seat, 
somehow exhausted. “Thanks.” 


Derek nods at the cupholder and puts the car in gear. “Drink that.” 


Frowning, Stiles picks up the cup; it’s from a local coffee place just across from Derek’s. “What is 
it?” 


“Chamomile tea.” Derek keeps his eyes on the road. “I asked the girl at the counter what was good 
for morning sickness.” 


Stiles’s mouth drops open and he looks over carefully. He’s pretty sure Derek’s avoiding his gaze 
because he’s blushing again. Firmly reminding himself that showing basic human kindness does 
not make Derek adorable, Stiles sighs and pops the lid off. Tea... well, tea isn’t exactly his cup of 
tea. But if it can calm the hydra in his belly? Hell yes, Stiles will drink that. 


He takes a sip. It’s not bad. Definitely not as bad as the crap Ms. Blake made him drink, the harpy. 
And the smell does make him feel better. “I take it back,” he says after the third sip. 


Derek frowns. “Take what back?” 
“You’re not the worst-suited person to be a parent in Beacon Hills.” 
Cora would definitely be worse. But Stiles doesn’t say that out loud. 


Derek continues not to look at him. Or so Stiles assumes, because he’s not looking at Derek either, 
he’s staring straight out the front windshield. 


Finally Derek speaks again. “So where am I taking you?” 


“Just home, if that’s okay.” Stiles closes his eyes and leans his head back. “I just want to go to 
bed.” 


He imagines Derek arching an eyebrow at him. “Your dad’s not home, I take it.” 


“Working the afternoon shift,” Stiles confirms. “I’m almost eighteen anyway. I can stay home sick 
by myself.” 


“You don’t have to,” Derek says. “And you’re not sick.” 


Stiles opens his mouth, lost for words again. Who is this guy and what has he done with Derek 
Hale? 


When they get back to the house, Derek goes in with him. Stiles isn’t surprised. Really, Derek is 
the biggest mother hen. It’s kind of hilarious. 


Stiles collapses on the couch with his tea. It’s helping, but Stiles can’t drink it that fast. Derek pulls 
the throw off the back of the couch and tosses it over him before heading into the kitchen. 


Stiles doesn’t argue. He’s too miserable. He zones out for a while, communing with his 
chamomile, but refocuses when Derek places a plate of crackers on the coffee table. 


‘Tm not eating anything. What part of ‘I barfed’ makes you think I want to eat?” 
“Most of the literature agrees that eating all day helps with the nausea.” 


Stiles gapes. “‘Most of the literature’? Oh God, you’re one of those people, aren’t you?” Derek 
opens his mouth, probably to ask what Stiles means by “those people,” but Stiles waves him off. 
“Did you go to college? Is the training coming back? Is that why you suddenly sound like a 


research paper?” 


“I studied English lit,” Derek says. He wanders back to the kitchen, and Stiles can heard him 
rummaging around. 


“Ha, very funny!” Stiles calls. 


Derek doesn’t come back, but he does call out, “April is the cruelest month, breeding Lilacs out of 
the dead land, mixing memory and desire, stirring dull roots with spring rain.” 


That—Stiles has no idea what that was. “What?” 


Derek walks back in carrying a glass of water and a bowl of chicken noddle soup. He sits on the 
couch, as close as he can with Stiles’s limbs everywhere, and carefully hands the half-full bowl 
over. “Eat.” 


Stiles takes the bowl. He doesn’t eat, though—he stares at Derek instead. “Seriously, what was 
that?” 


“Eat.” Apparently Stiles isn’t getting anything out of him until he does. 

“Bossy werewolf.” 

Derek waits for Stiles to eat a few spoonfuls, then says, “T.S. Elliot. “The Wasteland.’” 

Stiles stops his hand halfway to his mouth. “The what?” 

Derek shrugs. “Proof I was a lit student.” 

Reluctantly, Stiles feels himself warming to him. He’s actually kind of impressed. 

But Derek keeps talking. “Seemed appropriate, what with you being pregnant in April and all.” 


Stiles narrows his eyes. “You aren’t funny,” he says. “I don’t know who told you you were funny, 
but they lied.” 


Derek smiles and sips his water. 


It takes a few episodes of Stargate, but Stiles finishes the soup and the crackers. When his dad gets 
home, Stiles and Derek are camped out at opposite ends of the couch, but Stiles has his feet in 
Derek’s lap. He’s not rubbing them, but his right hand has been resting on top of them for half an 
episode. 


Stiles’s dad arches his eyebrows but doesn’t say anything about their pose. Instead he settles in his 
chair. “What’s going on?” He eyes the detritus around them (the empty cup, bowl, and plate) and 
the blanket wrapped around Stiles’s shoulders. 


“T m sick,” says Stiles, wiggling to burrow into the couch and his blanket. 
“T thought you were under magical protection?” 
“Huh. I hadn’t thought of that. Hey, Derek, do you think I could get the flu?” 


“How would I know?” Derek asks, eyebrow up. “And you’re not sick. Well, not with a virus. I told 
you, it’s morning sickness.” 


Stiles sticks his tongue out. 


“Morning... huh. I hadn’t considered that,” says his dad. Then, more horrifyingly: “Your mom had 
the worst morning sickness when she was pregnant with you.” 


Stiles lets that digest. “Derek. Derek, tell me all your books agree that morning sickness is not 
genetic. Derek, tell me!” 


Derek shifts cagily. “Well, the science is a little iffy, but....” He shrugs, looking apologetic. 


Not good news for Stiles. “Great.” He sighs and looks at the clock. “Ugh, I should probably call 
Scott and see if he got my homework. I need at least an eighty in biology to keep my scholarship 
and I just missed one of the major practical components.” He just found out three weeks ago 
Berkeley was offering him a full ride, and Stiles is too smart to let that slip through his— 


Fuck. 


Derek curls his hand around Stiles’s right ankle and squeezes. “You can defer for a year,” he says 
quietly. “Laura did.” 


Swallowing against the lump in his throat, Stiles nods. Trust Derek to offer a subtle reminder that 
Stiles’s problems barely even register on the Derek Hale Bad Shit Index. “Yeah. Yeah, of course, I 
mean, IIl have to. Since I don’t really want to be known around campus as the pregnant guy.” Not 
that anyone with a brain would care, but—Stiles has spent so much of his life being the weird kid. 
It would be nice if college were different, that’s all. 


“You could take some online courses,” Derek continues. Stiles closes his eyes and focuses on the 
sound of his voice. He doesn’t—he’s almost eighteen years old. He’s not going to cry about this. 
Not again, and especially not in front of his dad. 


Only when he manages to open his eyes, he finds that at some point during Stiles’s little crisis, his 
dad quietly got up and left him with Derek. Like he thought they needed privacy or something. 


It’s weird, but what’s weirder? Stiles isn’t sure he was wrong. 


“Will you think about something?” Stiles says eventually, when he’s done feeling sorry for 
himself. 


Derek shifts beneath his feet. “Okay.” 


That’s already a lot of trust for Derek, which is a good sign. Stiles knows what he’s about to ask 
for isn’t a small thing. He takes a deep breath. “You should see a therapist.” 


Without even looking, he can tell Derek’s frozen. He can feel the way his body has gone still and 
stiff under his legs. 


“It’s not a condition, okay,” Stiles says, because he needs Derek to understand. “I’m not—I won’t 
keep your kid from you. I don’t want to do that. But.” Heart racing, he tries to order his thoughts. 
“But I know what happened with you and Isaac, and that’s not going to happen with my kid. So you 
should think about it.” 


Derek doesn’t say anything, but Stiles thinks he might possibly nod just the tiniest bit. Still, he 
doesn’t relax until Stiles nudges his leg and tells him to put Stargate back on. 


x 


Stiles’s life hasn’t exactly been what anyone would consider normal, particularly the past two 
years. But the weeks following getting knocked up by his English teacher are definitely the 
weirdest, if not the most physically dangerous. 


For most of his life, it’s just been him and Scott, and Stiles was okay with that. He’s never been the 
type to get attached easily. But now he has a werewolf honor guard at all times, because the classes 
he doesn’t have with Scott, he has with Isaac. Stiles’s desk in the math classroom is underneath the 
air conditioner; he shivered once and five seconds later Isaac pulled a scarf out of somewhere and 
passed it over with an expression bordering on bashful. 


Stiles blames pregnancy hormones for wanting to coo. 


When his fun new body chemistry makes him break out, Lydia tuts nonjudgmentally and 
introduces him to a whole new world of skin-care products. In week three, Cora comes over with a 
book of werewolf nursery rhymes and a bag of herbal teas from Deaton, which she shoves at him 
with less rancor than usual. Scott brings him to the nurse’s office four more times, collects his 
homework, and tutors him—embarrassing—on everything he misses. 


And Derek? Derek feeds him, picks him up from school, cuddles with him on the couch, and 
introduces him to Lost Girl. It’s a moment of extreme mental disconnect for Stiles—one that only 
deepens when he thinks about how fucked up it is that Derek watches a show about a magical 
creature who kills people accidentally and ends up wandering the country alone. 


Then again, Bo doesn’t stay alone for long. Maybe Derek finds that comforting. Stiles never asks. 


At four weeks, the “morning” sickness—what a joke; Stiles is prone to barfing at all hours of the 
day—worsens, and he spends two miserable days in front of the toilet, fighting to keep down dry 
toast and chamomile tea. He aches everywhere from the strain of throwing up, and even when he’s 
pretty sure he can’t possibly puke anymore, the very idea of pulling himself off the floor and 
staggering to bed exhausts him. 


Luckily his werewolf honor guard apparently extends to pack humans too, because when Allison 
comes by to drop off his homework—Scott and Isaac have practice—she lets herself in and finds 
him right away. 


“Let this be a lesson to you,” Stiles says weakly. “Use protection.” 


Allison smiles tightly. “Got it.” She drops a stack of papers on the bathroom counter. “Come on, 
Pll help you to bed.” 


Allison curls up with him and rubs his stomach and strokes his hair. Stiles falls asleep under her 
soothing touch. 


He wakes up some time later, stomach heaving, and bolts for the bathroom. Allison isn’t around 
anymore, but Derek finds him gasping and crying over the toilet. Stiles feels so miserable that he 
doesn’t even argue when Derek scoops him up and carries him downstairs. He settles Stiles on the 
couch with his favorite tea and candied ginger, and then Derek curls around him and rubs his 
stomach. 


Stiles is beginning to accept that tummy rubs just happen to you when you’ re pregnant. He might 
resent it if it didn’t feel so nice. 


“You’re my favorite,” he mumbles around a piece of ginger. 


Derek doesn’t answer him, he just brushes his cheek against the top of Stiles’s head. If Stiles felt 


better, he might comment on it, but instead he snuggles in closer. 


He’s actually almost feeling not nauseous when his dad gets home. It says something about 
Stiles’s life these days that his dad doesn’t even look surprised to see them cuddled up on the 
couch. 


“You’re looking pretty pathetic today, kid,” he asks after greeting them both. “Rough day?” 


“For the first time today, I feel almost not awful. In another hour or so, I might even feel only 
slightly miserable.” 


His dad reaches out and runs a hand over his head. “My poor boy. Just remember, it’s all worth it in 
the end.” 


Stiles doesn’t know what to say to that, since mostly he’s been trying to not think about the fact 
that he’s going to be responsible for a living human being, so he doesn’t answer. Instead he hums 
noncommittally. 


His dad settles into his chair. “So I got a new crime scene today. Just a B&E, Stiles, don’t looks so 
excited. I think it’s normal, but I realized that I don’t know how to tell the difference between a 
regular and a supernatural crime scene.” 


Derek doesn’t say anything, though Stiles gets the impression his dad is waiting for an answer. 
There is a long pause where his dad stares at Derek and Derek, presumably, stares back. Stiles 
can’t actually see him, though he does twist a bit, trying to see Derek’s face. 


“T was thinking that in order to be equipped to deal with the supernatural, we need an expert to let 
us know when we’re up against it. And then it occurred to me that I knew the perfect candidate to 
help me figure it out.” 


Stiles is completely hooked. He thinks he knows where his dad is going with this, and the 
anticipation makes him squirm. 


“So, how does Special Consultant to the Beacon Hills PD sound to you, Derek?” 


Derek is still and silent for a long time. When he speaks, he just sounds flummoxed. “You... how 
would you even justify that to your people, to taxpayers? I have most of a degree in English 
literature.” 


His dad nods in understanding. “I know. But we’re a small town. Your expertise doesn’t have to be 
official. You could be well read in, say, behavioral sciences, or maybe your dad taught you some of 
his old trade.” Derek’s dad had been a bit of a bounty-hunting legend in California before he got 
married. Or if you really wanted, you could take a course in something useful.” He shrugs. “Look, 
we just need a reason to get you started. Once you prove to be helpful, no one’s going to make a 
fuss.” 


“Derek Hale, Consulting Werewolf. I like the sounds of that. Very respectable,” Stiles says. He 
leans away a little bit so that he can see Derek’s face. “Besides, you might be independently 
wealthy, but what kind of message will it send to little Jesus when you just laze about without ever 
working? We have to teach them work ethics, Derek.” 


x 


Derek doesn’t give his dad an answer that day, and Stiles kind of forgets about it. It’s not that he 
doesn’t think it’s a good idea or that he’s not interested, it’s just that being pregnant sucks. 


Right after the two days from hell, Stiles’s chest starts to hurt. Well, not his chest so much as his 
nipples. Suddenly they’re über sensitive, and not in a sexy way. Because a loose shirt doesn’t turn 
him on, it hurts like a motherfucker and feels like burlap rubbing against them. 


There’s also the backaches, which are, for the moment, sporadic, but it still sucks to get out of a 
chair and suddenly be clutching at his lower back like an old man. 


Worse, though, is the way some foods now smell viler than the worst outhouse or a rotting trash 
pit. Scott and Isaac declared a ban on green peppers after Stiles almost puked all over Allison’s 
lunch. Stiles has never been fond of peppers, so he’s okay with that, but it’s not just the peppers! 
Stiles’s little ride-along also has issues with Cheetos, Pop-Tarts, and onion rings. Onion rings! 


It’s frustrating as all get out. Stiles puts up with it because he has no choice, but he and Jesus are 
going to have a talk if his new queasy stomach ever tries to part him from his curly fries. He’s 
already living without coffee and soft drinks (according to the magical barrier, caffeine-free soda 
isn’t good for him either). He refuses to give up his curly fries. 


And speaking of frustrating. 
Yeah. 


Stiles is a teenage boy. He knows from horny. But he hasn’t popped this many boners since he 
learned what his dick was for. In an effort to figure out if this condition is normal—apart from the 
boner thing—Stiles picks up yet another of Derek’s never-ending supply of pregnancy books. 


The page he finds the answer on is wrinkled, with a corner that looks like someone took half an 
hour to decide whether they were going to dog-ear it, and finally chose not to. 


Stiles tells himself firmly that Derek bought this book used, and that he should in no way read into 
this. His dick doesn’t listen, but Stiles keeps reading anyway. Apparently some women experience 
an increased sex drive even during the first trimester, though most of the ones who have to deal 
with his level of exhaustion and morning sickness don’t get that boost until the third or fourth 
month or so. 


But of course Stiles couldn’t be so lucky. Oh no. Stiles has been perpetually horny since week 
three and too fucking tired to jerk off since week four. Which has led to a resurgence of wet dreams 
the likes of which he hasn’t had since he was thirteen. Seriously, Stiles can barely keep his eyes 
open in class as it is. Without the Adderall, homework takes twice as long. He does not have the 
energy to wash his sheets three times a week, and he’ll die before he asks anyone for help. 


Well, he would if the spell would actually let him. 


So Stiles decides he has to do something. And since his dad’s the sheriff, hiring a hooker is 
probably not the answer. 


Stiles takes a page out of his favorite fictional heroine’s book and heads to the library, or at least 
the online catalog. But if Hermione Granger ever checked out mommy porn (the aptness of the 
name is almost funny), J. K. Rowling never wrote about it. He figures that maybe if his mind gets 
some kind of satisfaction, itll stop with the endless dreams of nameless, faceless people touching 
him. 


But between laundry, studying, and cuddle time with Derek (or Scott, or Isaac, or Allison, or 
whoever happens to be on belly-rub duty that day), Stiles doesn’t get much time for Fifty Shades. 
Itd probably be rude to read that in company. 


If Lydia caught him, she’d give him a lecture and then make him read it out loud, which would 
have been exciting once upon a time, before Stiles made her his supernatural John Watson. (What? 
Stiles has been Robin his whole life. This one time, he gets to have the sidekick. It’s only fair.) 
Instead, he pays attention while she catches him up on things he missed while he was sleeping in 
class or puking at home, and then she leaves and Scott comes over and they do prenatal yoga. 


Scott is really into the whole healthy pregnancy thing. If Scott were less naturally awesome, Stiles 
would wonder if it weren’t a ploy, because that sparkle is back in Allison’s eyes whenever she 
looks at him. But for once, Scott doesn’t seem to notice. 


Stiles bets himself twenty bucks Scott and Allison will be back together by graduation. 


Between the morning sickness and the fact that he’s still at the tail end of his first trimester, Stiles 
doesn’t gain much weight before the big day, in spite of Derek’s increasingly blatant attempts to 
bribe him to eat healthy food using dessert. Somehow he even manages to get a good night’s sleep 
the day before, which means he doesn’t stutter through his valedictorian speech or trip when it’s 
his turn to cross the stage. Though he almost loses his train of thought when he sees Derek sitting 
in the audience, which only makes sense. He does spend a lot of time with Stiles, after all, and 
Isaac’s part of his pack. 


Which doesn’t explain why he’s sitting with Stiles’s dad and Mrs. McCall. 


Prom is, unsurprisingly, pretty disappointing. Stiles is horny and exhausted, with no hope of getting 
laid by his date (he went with Isaac, who was also dateless and too worried about Stiles’s safely to 
let him go alone) and unable to get drunk. Stiles sits at the table watching his friends drink and 
dance and laments his inability to get shit-faced drunk. 


On the upside, Stiles hasn’t felt the need to puke all week. According to Melissa, it might not be a 
complete reprieve—the morning sickness might come back—but right now he’s too busy enjoying 
his nausea-free life. 


Not wanting to puke—from morning sickness or a hangover—is a blessing the next morning, when 
Derek arrives at the front door and tells him to get dressed for a road trip. Stiles has no idea where 
they’re going, and Derek—and his dad, who totally knows since he’s not freaking out—won’t tell 
him. They just share this look like Stiles is some sort or trial and not a gift. Stiles tells them as 
much, but they both roll their eyes and Dad shoves them both out the door. 


It turns out that Derek is taking him to Oakland so they can sit in the sunshine and watch the 
Dodgers cream the Athletics. Derek sprung for sweet seats and buys Stiles a hotdog and nachos 
(and takes the latter back to get nachos without onions because of Stiles’s new aversion) and the 
biggest orange juice they sell. He doesn’t even say a word when Stiles gets up to pee at least once 
an inning. 


Derek indulges him when Stiles claims he wants to go to Fox Theater, and buys him dinner after 
the movie. It’s late when they get back to Beacon Hills. Derek shakes him awake and helps him 
rise sleepily out of the car. 


Jackson arrives back in Beacon Hills a few days later. He’s spending the summer in town before 
starting at Harvard in the fall. He keeps dropping the name casually, like he’s trying to show off, 
but Stiles knows the main reason he’s pleased to be going to Harvard has more to do with Lydia 
and her admittance to MIT than it does with it being Ivy League. 


“What the hell is that smell?” They’re all at Derek’s, sitting around and celebrating Jackson’ s 
return. He’s been back in Beacon Hills for less than a day, and at his party (such as it is—it’s packs 


only and pretty small) for a few hours when he has his outburst. 
All the werewolves sniff. “What smell?” Scott asks, all puppy face. 


“It smells....” Jackson makes a frustrated noise. Then, dropping his feet from the coffee table 
(what a house guest), he stands up and starts sniffing the air, following his nose, apparently. 


He follows his nose right to the love seat where Stiles and Derek are camped out. 
“It’s you,” Jackson accuses. “Why do you smell weird? You smell like, like woman and Derek!” 
Which, okay, Stiles doesn’t even know what to do with that. 


“And what’s with the cuddling? You’ve been sitting here cuddling with Derek since I got here.” 
Jackson narrows his eyes. “Did you two finally start fucking?” 


“No,” Stiles says slowly, because crazy people need to be talked to slowly. TV says so. “But I am 
pregnant with his kid. Surprise!” This is news that should be shared in person. Stiles and Lydia 
made that call weeks ago. 


Jackson blinks, then snorts. “Still as unfunny as ever, Stilinsk1.” 
“No, he’s actually pregnant,” Allison confirms. 

“By magic,” adds Isaac. 

“Our English teacher did it,” Scott explains. 


“He’s three months along. Derek is the biological father thanks to the magic,” Lydia says in as 
gentle a tone as Lydia can manage. 


Jackson blinks a bit more and says, “What the fuck. I move to London for a couple of years and 
you freaks break the laws of nature!” 


So far, Jackson’s reaction is the best. 


Second Trimester 


The second trimester goes far better than the first. The only drawback is Stiles is no longer too 
tired and sick to ignore his horniness. Very little can distract Stiles from how horny he is. He jerks 
off every morning when he wakes up and every night before bed without fail, and if his dad is at 
work and he has the house to himself, he jerks off during the day too. He also starts Fifty Shades. 
It’s... okay, the writing is pretty bad, but he wants porn and the hormones are totally messing with 
his enjoyment of his usual stash. 


He’s halfway through the book when Derek sneaks up behind him in the living room and reads 
over his shoulder. 


“What kind of crap are you reading?” 


Stiles almost hits the ceiling, he jumps so high. “Derek!” He flings his Kindle helplessly toward 
the coffee table, praying Derek didn’t see anything too incriminating. “Dude! Are you trying to 
send me into premature labor? Do we need to get you a bell?” 


Unfortunately, Derek is not so easy to distract. He raises an unimpressed eyebrow and reaches for 
the Kindle. 


Crap. 


“Fifty Shades, Stiles?” He sounds... like a strangled cat, actually. Stiles can’t tell what the hell his 
voice is trying to do. Probably he’s just utterly horrified. Stiles thinks most English literature 
majors would be horrified. “Really? This is how you’re spending your summer?” 


“Well excuse me for not having a social life,” Stiles grumbles. “It’s just so easy for us pregnant 
boys to go out and meet someone knowing that in a month or so I’m going to be visibly pregnant.” 


It’s true, and this time Derek does get distracted. His gaze tracks from the Kindle to Stiles’s 
stomach, which is still flat—but the skin has gotten tight in the past week or so, almost like a drum. 
It’s weird. 


“What?” 


Derek takes a minute to stare his fill, then looks up, some unfamiliar expression in his eyes. “I can 
hear its heartbeat.” 


Oh. “Seriously?” Stiles says, putting a hand to his stomach automatically. He can’t really feel 
anything, and he definitely can’t hear it. 


Nodding, Derek takes his free hand. “Here, it’s—” And he starts tapping a quick rhythm on the 
inside of Stiles’s wrist. 


“Whoa.” Stiles fights down a sudden rush of arousal that has nothing to do with what he was just 
reading. “Is it normal? To be that fast I mean.” 


Derek nods again. “From what I read, yeah.” 


Huh. Maybe Stiles should be reading some of those useful parenting books instead of bad erotica. 
He scratches at the back of his head. “So uh... I haven’t seen you in a while.” Derek usually stops 
by Tuesday and Thursday nights, but he missed both of those this week. Mondays and Wednesdays 


are Scott’s yoga nights. Today’s Friday; Stiles assumes most of the pack are out getting their party 
on, except probably Lydia and Jackson, who seem to have lost the taste for it. Not that Stiles 
blames them. 


Breaking his gaze, Derek offers, “I... had an appointment.” Pause. “Two appointments.” 


Stiles frowns, overcome with the urge to backtrack. “I mean, it’s not—I know you have a life, you 
don’t have to make excuses to me, just—” 


“I was in Beacon Valley,” Derek interrupts. A muscle twitches in his jaw. “Seeing a....” 


Oh. Okay, that—Stiles is really glad Derek’s finally talking to someone, but now he’s gone and 
made things awkward and he doesn’t know what to say. 


“You said I had to.” 


Which is not true. “I said you should strongly consider it because I don’t want our kid to grow up 
with even a fraction of our issues.” Stiles doesn’t regret the suggestion, because let’s be real, Derek 
needs a lot of therapy. Probably more than any one human being could reasonably provide. “You 
don’t have to do it if you hate it. I’m not in charge of your life. I just thought—” 


“No,” Derek surprises him by saying. “You were right.” Then he shrugs. “But I don’t... I might not 
be very good company after, on Tuesdays and Thursdays.” 


Stiles doesn’t even know where to begin with that. Only very recently has he begun considering 
Derek as any kind of company at all, never mind the good kind. “I’m not going to make you talk 
about therapy. Or, you know, at all. We can just cuddle up and watch Die Hard.” He pauses, then 
thinks about what kinds of memories Derek might dredge up in therapy. “We don’t even have to do 
the cuddling part.” 


Derek leaves after watching some Doctor Who. Stiles locks up behind him and stumbles to bed 
with his Kindle. Even though his body is tired, his mind is still working, thinking about Derek and 
therapy sessions. 


Derek might be right about the quality of the book, but Stiles needs something to distract himself, 
so he turns on his Kindle. But instead of booting up Fifty Shades where he left off, his Kindle 
displays a list of recently downloaded items Stiles does not remember getting: books by ee 
cummings, Anais Nin, and Pablo Neruda. Stiles hasn’t heard of two out of three of those authors, 
and he hasn’t read anything by cummings except that poem during the poetry unity of tenth-grade 
English. 


Huh. Derek must have downloaded them. He kept hold of the Kindle while they talked about 
therapy and while they started up Doctor Who, but Stiles thought it was just a prop to distract 
himself during the serious conversation. Guess not. 


Stiles clicks on one at random and starts reading. He reads the first few poems and they’re okay, 
but Sties doesn’t really understand why Derek thought he’d want to read them. Then he gets to the 
poem about... well, sex. He’s halfway through before he realizes what he’s reading. He rereads it 
from the start and feels his heartbeat speed up at the description of a woman’s body and the 
coming together of two lovers. 


Did Derek do this on purpose? he wonders. Like, he picked on Stiles’s word porn and thought he’d 
offer something better? 


Does Derek get off to literary erotica? Jesus, did he download these items for Stiles expecting 


Stiles to jerk off to them? The idea curls hot in his stomach. 


Stiles only gets through a handful more poems before he slides his hands into his pajamas. 


x 


Halfway through July, Mr. Hodson is admitted to hospital with hypothermia. He’s still alive when 
his daughter finds him in his garden, but he dies the next day. The reigning theory is someone used 
dry ice to kill him, but Stiles’s dad isn’t so sure. He invites Derek down to the crime scene: his first 
consulting job. 


Stiles sits impatiently at home, waiting for Derek to join him. He wanted to go too, but his dad 
forbid him. More importantly, Derek threatened to withhold brownies. He also promised to give a 
full report to reward good behavior. It’s a pretty effective technique, but it’s still kind of 
manipulative, so Stiles stays home and sulkily jerks off to Derek’s literotica. And doesn’t shower 
after. Derek deserves it. 


When Derek returns to the house and eyes Stiles, he considers for the first time that it might not 
have been the best idea to petulantly leave the smell of fresh spunk on his body. Derek goes red 
and won’t look Stiles in the face for several minutes. 


Even though he won’t meet his eyes, Derek tells Stiles about his trip to Mr. Hodson’s. Derek 
doesn’t know what killed him, but he knows it wasn’t human. 


“How can you tell?” 


“Smell. It didn’t smell like anything else I’ve scented, and it definitely wasn’t human. There was... 
freezer burn and magic and spices. And also the scent of....” Derek looks cagey for a second, like 
he’s considering leaving this part out. Then he clears his throat. “I also smelled wrinkle cream and 
denture glue.” 


That makes Stiles blink in surprise. “What?” 
Derek shrugs. “I have no idea. I’m just telling you what I smelled. It wasn’t very helpful.” 


“Hey, not true. Dad now knows he’s definitely looking for someone supernatural. Also, you might 
be able to track them, right?” 


Derek shrugs. “Maybe. There was no scent trail from the house, though. It just stopped at the 
property line. But if I smelled it again, ['d recognize it.” 


“So, any ideas on what smells old and freezes people to death?” 
Derek shrugs. Stiles sighs. 

“Research time?” 

Derek nods. “Probably.” 

x 

And so the research begins. 


“This is much less exciting and dangerous than I thought it would be,” Stiles’s dad says when he 
walks in the door to find stiles and Derek sitting at the kitchen table, up to their eyebrows in dusty 
old books (Derek) and Lydia’s bestiary translation (Stiles). 


“You’re a law enforcement officer,” Derek says absently, turning a page. “Shouldn’t you know 
how much legwork goes into solving a case?” 


Stiles pauses in the middle of a paragraph about chimeras and casts a sideways glance at Derek, 
who just sassed Stiles’s dad—his boss—in his own house. He waits for the other shoe to drop, but 
Derek just keeps turning pages, oblivious. Apparently sass is his default setting. Stiles is absurdly 
proud that Derek feels at home enough in front of his dad to let his snark out. 


Stiles’s dad, though—his expression makes Stiles hide a grin behind his hand. It’s what Stiles has 
come to think of has his Why Me face. 


If Stiles were the sheriff of a small town with big supernatural problems, he’d have a Why Me face 
too. But it’s funnier because this is the particular Why Me face reserved for Stiles and his antics. 
“Ts he always like this?” his dad finally asks. 


Stiles grins. “Oh yeah. Snark is his natural habitat.” 


His dad mutters something probably despairing and not very complimentary under his breath. 
Stiles doesn’t catch it, but Derek must, because his ears and the back of his neck go bright red. 


“There’s leftovers for you in the fridge,” Stiles says, trying not to stare too blatantly with his dad in 
the room. “Derek cooked.” 


Evidently this warrants forgiveness for the backtalk, because his dad just shakes his head and gets 
out a plate. 


x 


“I hope you know what you’re doing,” Scott says on Monday night, correcting Stiles’s posture 
with one firm hand. 


“It’s the same thing I’ve always done,” Stiles says, struggling for balance, “except now my dad 
knows I’m doing it and I have a magic forcefield. Me and baby Jesus will be fine, Scott.” 


Scott gets that constipated look he has sometimes. “That’s not what I meant.” But then he sighs and 
says, “Okay, fine, next pose,” and Stiles shakes off Tree and lets Scott’s concern roll off him. 


x 


Two days later, Stiles’s dad hands Derek another case. Stiles plots it on a town map—all the way 
across Beacon Hills from the first incident, next to a playground Stiles’s mom used to take him to. 


The victim’s a woman this time, Mary Hooper, a mother of two. Her kids are the same age Stiles 
was when his mom died. 


He tries not to dwell on that. 


Stiles and Derek leave the interviewing to the professionals, and of course Stiles’s dad and Derek 
leave Stiles at home while they check out the scene. Mrs. Hooper’s oldest daughter found her in a 
puddle of water in the middle of her bed. 


“Same smell as before,” Derek confirms when they get home again. “Only this time....” 
Stiles looks up from his online course catalog. “What?” 


Derek wrinkles his nose. “Ben-Gay.” 


Stiles blinks at him. “Seriously? Freezer burn, denture glue, wrinkle cream, and Ben-Gay? Derek, 
is our supernatural killer a cryogenically frozen old dude?” 


“T resent that,” says Stiles’s dad, who buys Ben-Gay in industrial-size tubes. 
But Derek looks like a lightbulb just went on in his head. “Possibly.” 
And it clicks for Stiles too. “Oh my God. Of course.” How did they miss it? 


Stiles’s dad sits up from where he’d been trying to let the couch swallow him. “You know what it 
is?” 


“We have a pretty good guess.” Stiles looks to Derek for confirmation. “So. Where would I hang 
out if I were a hag?” 


It turns out you find a hag in the woods. According to Derek, hags tend to be woodland hermits. 
They also tend to be nonviolent unless provoked. 


“So you’re saying that Mr. Hodson and Mrs. Hooper attacked first?” Stiles asks on their way to the 
Hale house, where they’re meeting up with the others to go hag huntin’. 


“More like she thinks they did.” 
“Ah. A fine but important distinction. So how do you know so much about hags?” 


Derek takes the turn onto the Hale drive and is quiet for some time. Finally, he admits, “Stories 
from when I was a kid.” 


“Like... fairy tales?” Stiles hazards. “But I don’t remember fairy tales about hags.” There definitely 
weren’t any hags in the stories Cora delivered, though maybe those have been sanitized for baby 
werewolf ears. “What kind of books did you parents read you?” 


“Stories werewolves tell.” Derek pulls to a stop in front of his house and gets out. Stiles nearly falls 
out onto the ground in his haste to get out of the car. “Whoa, wait! Are you saying that there are 
werewolf versions of fairy tales: told for and by werewolves? Like, on top of the nursery rhymes? 
Derek, you have been holding out on me!” 


Derek ignores him and won’t talk about fairy tales or werewolf storytime or whether Little Red 
Riding Hood is the monster in the werewolf version (he won’t even confirm if there are werewolf 
versions of the traditional fairy tales). Stiles is still squirming with unanswered questions when the 
others find them. 


It doesn’t take long to update everyone on what’s happening. 


“We need to track it. Don’t engage it, try to find out why she’s killing people. Hags usually have a 
reason for their violence, so let’s find out what it is before we start attacking,” Derek says with 
pointed looks at Cora and Allison. They both roll their eyes, even though Derek has them pegged. 
Stiles can see their point, though. Derek hasn’t always been one for talk first fight later, but he's 
still proud of Derek’s emotional growth, advocating a nonviolent solution. 


They break into two groups. Allison, Scott, and Isaac go east. Derek, Cora, Lydia, and Stiles go 
west. Stiles and Lydia share a look as the groups part ways. Stiles doesn't care what they think, 
those three are not subtle. 


They conduct their search in silence, except for the sound of Stiles and Lydia hurrying after the 


ninja wolves, because they couldn’t tell from any of their research if they have to worry about a 
hag’s hearing. Even if her hearing is only as good as a human’s, considering her scent trails come 
and go, there is no guarantee the werewolves will find her scent before they’ re right on top of her. 


Which is exactly what happens. Derek and Cora both perk up, showing definite signs of having 
caught the scent, about two feet before they spot the camp site. The site is an anachronistic 
nightmare, or maybe a demonstration of what would happen if time collapsed and jumbled 
medieval times into modern ones. Much of it is rustic, like it was constructed off the land, but a 
few items (a pot, a light, a sleeping bag) look like the latest from L.L. Bean. 


Derek waves Cora around to the other side of the camp, and Lydia follows her. Once the girls are 
hiding among the brush with the campsite between them, Derek moves forward. 


“Hello?” 
The response is immediate: the hag just sort of appears. And she does not look happy. 
“Werewolf,” she hisses. Then she takes a deep breath. 


Shit. Stiles doesn’t know if werewolf healing can heal from being frozen by halitosis’s answer to 
liquid nitrogen, but he does not want to find out, so Stiles decides to test his own theory. He 
launches himself at Derek, putting himself between Derek and the hag. Their chests collide and 
Stiles loops an arm around Derek’s neck, just to be sure they’re close enough. He has just enough 
time to see a look of pure horror cover Derek’s face, and then the breath hits them. 


Or doesn’t. Because instead of icy death, there is a flash of light and the magical forcefield that 
protects Stiles flares into life, enveloping both of them. 


When the dust settles, the hag is flat on her back, coughing up a storm. “Well,” she says between 
hacking breaths, “that’s never happened before.” 


Derek gives Stiles a look Stiles just knows means he’s in big trouble later. His eyes flash red. 
“What the hell were you thinking!” 


“I was thinking Id keep you from turning into an alpha popsicle and leaving our unborn child 
without a father!” Stiles shoots back. Then hates himself a little. “With only one father. Whatever. 
Hello, magical forcefield here!” 


“Oh shit,” says the hag. “I didn’t know. Congratulations on the little bundle.” 
“What,” says Cora. 
Yeah, she is definitely a Hale. 


Meanwhile, Stiles is starting to realize he doesn’t know jack shit about hags, because she hasn’t 
tried to freeze anyone else. Time to figure out what’s going on. “So hey,” Stiles says 
conversationally, “by any chance did you freeze a couple of Beacon Hills residents to death?” 


The hag goes shifty-eyed. “What if I did?” 


Stiles blinks. He showed up with four werewolves, a hunter, and a banshee. He thought the threat 
was kind of implicit. “Um... we will carry out justice?” 


With a snort, the hag erects an icy wall around the three of them. Apparently the magic forcefield 
works on that too, because there’s a convenient hole in it directly behind Stiles, so it’s not like he’s 


actually trapped. “Carrying out justice is what I was doing.” 


Stiles takes a deep breath and counts to three in his head. When she doesn’t elaborate, he prompts, 
“What, you didn’t like Mr. Hodson’s English garden? I admit he could have done a little more 
weeding, but—” 


The hag snarls. “Gregory Hodson killed his wife three years ago and buried her in that garden. He 
deserved what he got.” 


Wow, okay, Stiles was not expecting that. He makes a conscious effort to close his mouth. “Uh. 
Okay, fair enough. And Mrs. Hooper?” 


The hag’s face twists into an even more hideous grimace. “Physically and emotionally abused her 
children.” 


Stiles flinches back. “How do you know?” 


The hag stares at him for what feels like a really long time. “Did you actually come out here to 
confront me without doing any research? Because if so, I understand why your mate thought you 
needed an enchantment to keep you safe.” 


“Hey!” Stiles bristles. “First of all, let me just say how wrong you are. Derek is not my mate. 
Right, Derek?” 


Beside him, Derek clenches his jaw in a manly manner and gives the briefest of nods. He’s finally 
learned to let Stiles do the talking. That’s good because Derek’s threats suck. “T 1l rip your throat 
out with my teeth”? Boring. Stiles can do so much better. 


“Secondly,” Stiles continues, “I was not in danger. I heroically threw myself in front of his body 
because mine’s protected. If anyone needs a magical safety net, it’s Derek, okay, you don’t even 
know how many times he’s been shot, electrocuted, paralyzed, drowned, impaled, and dropped 
from extreme heights in the past year and a half.” 


Derek shoots him a dark look. So maybe that was a little emasculating. So what. It’s not like it 
wasn’t all true. 


The hag takes this in, apparently unbothered. “They walked over my sacred ground with a guilty 
conscience. I served justice. That’s how it works.” 


Now they’re getting somewhere. “Uh-huh,” Stiles says thoughtfully. “But you know, that’s not 
how human justice works. And it calls undue attention to yourself and other creatures of the night, 
like my buddy Derek here.” Peripherally, he becomes aware of the others peeking in through the 
opening in the ice shield behind him. “And also the rest of the pack. Packs. Whatever. So if you 
don’t mind taking some constructive criticism?” 


The hag narrows her eyes. “I’m listening.” 


“Great!” Stiles claps his hands. “Uh—what’s your name, by the way? I feel like it’s kind of rude to 
go on calling you ‘the hag’ in my head.” 


One of the hag’s eyes twitches threateningly. “Jana.” 


“Okay, Jana, m Stiles. And it just so happens that my dad is the sheriff. And guess what? He 
totally takes anonymous tips very seriously, so.” Stiles digs into his back pocket, takes out his 
wallet, and fishes out one of his father’s business cards. “I’d appreciate a heads-up if the perp isn’t 


human, since Dad’s a little squishier than most of my friends.” 


Jana eyes the card Stiles is holding out for a long time, then finally takes it. “He will listen to me?” 
She sounds dubious. 


“Yup!” Stiles says. “Tl let him know to expect your input. If you don’t want to leave your name, 
just tell him they gave you a really guilty feeling, and he’ ll know it’s from you.” 


Jana frowns down at the card. “Alright. For the sake of circumspection and to maintain peace with 
your’ —she glances at Derek consideringly—“sperm donor, I will try this.” 


Derek jerks like he’s been slapped but doesn’t say anything. Fortunately the stoicism is working in 
their favor for once. 


“But if he does not take action, I will,” she warns. Stiles believes her. 


“Well, if that’s everything, then me and mine will be on our way.” Stiles waves his hand toward 
the exit in the ice. 


Jana nods, then turns to Derek, locking their gazes together. “I am sorry I misjudged you. Your 
guilty conscience and your wolf had me on edge, but I see now you have a good heart. You should 
learn to forgive yourself.” Then she turns away and disappears again. 


Derek’s expression is complicated, and Stiles can’t bring himself to say anything. Instead, he obeys 
when Derek motions for him to leave the ice room. 


They gather Cora and Lydia and head to the Hale house. Derek remains tense and silent, but Cora 
and Lydia have no problems filling the silence between sniping at each other and asking Stiles 
about his magic shield. 


“But you knew it would protect Derek too, right?” Cora wants to know. 


Stiles shrugs. “I guessed it would. If we were standing close enough, the magic probably wouldn’t 
be able to tell the difference between us and would just take the easiest route.” 


Lydia applauds his logical thinking. 


When they get back to the Hale house, Stiles finds an answer to the all-clear text he sent Scott. 
Apparently he, Allison, and Isaac decided to go to Scott’s, and he would talk to Stiles later. 
Whatever. Stiles didn’t need to see them and their weirdness anyway. Besides, he gets the feeling 
Derek wants to talk to him. Which is surprising, since Derek isn’t big on talking. 


He’s right. Derek tells Cora to go with Lydia. He’s terse, but his eyebrows are expressive enough to 
impart “stay away” vibes even to Stiles. In part that’s because he’s learning to read the eyebrows, 
but mostly it’s because Cora huffs and says, “Fine, I'll see you tonight,” and sulks into Lydia’s car. 


Derek takes them back to the loft. Stiles tries to start up conversation, but Derek clenches his jaw 
and glares at the road in response. It’s frustrating. Stiles thought they were beyond this. 


They are inside with the door closed before Derek says, “Why would you risk yourself like that?” 


“Um, it wasn’t a risk since I’ve got magical protection?” Stiles says. It sounds like a question, but 
Stiles isn’t meek or hesitant when he asks it. He’s not afraid of Derek. 


Derek makes a frustrated noise and paces three steps away, then back again. “I thought—for a 


second I was sure she was going to kill you.” Derek’s eyes are wide and earnest, but he only meets 
Stiles’s gaze for a second. “And I couldn’ t—not you too.” 


Ouch. Okay, now Stiles feels like an asshole. “Okay, I get that. But I’m not supposed to be worried 
about losing you?” Does Derek not see the double standard here? 


Derek looks baffled. “You’d care?” 


Stiles throws up his hands. “Of course I’d care, you idiot!” Stiles has put way too much work into 
keeping Derek alive and helping him become a real boy. 


Derek makes this soft, wounded noise, and then he closes the distance between them and reaches 
out. He settles his hands on Stiles cheeks, gently framing his face, and flicks his gaze back and 
forth, looking into Stiles’s eyes, searching for something. He must see it, because he makes another 
broken noise and then surges forward, covering Stiles’s lips with his. 


His kiss is gentle but desperate. Stiles tastes Derek’s fear and his relief at having Stiles whole and 
alive. It’s the single best kiss of Stiles’s life, though admittedly he doesn’t have much to compare it 
to. 


Stiles moans, opens his mouth, and leans in. 


Several extremely vivid fantasies come to life under his fingertips. Sure, Stiles has spent the past 
several months snuggled up with Derek, but he’s never had the opportunity to touch like this, to 
run his hands the wrong way over Derek’s stubble, across the broad stretch of his shoulders, down 
his back. And oh yeah, that is the greatest ass ever to grace Beacon Hills under Stiles’s hands. No 
one would blame him for whimpering into Derek’s mouth now that he actually gets to squeeze it. 


Derek scrapes his stubble against Stiles’s neck and wow, who knew that would go straight to his 
dick? Stiles lets his head fall back against the wall, panting. He wants Derek to touch him, to strip 
him naked and put his hands on Stiles’s body or maybe his mouth on Stiles’s dick, and if any of 
this could happen in the next fifteen seconds that would be awesome, but he can’t words right now. 


“Stiles,” Derek rasps, and that’s when Stiles realizes he’s been using his grip on Derek’s ass to rub 
their cocks together. 


No wonder he’s lost the ability to speak. 


Stiles swallows hard as Derek’s teeth catch on the skin just below his ear. Holy shit, this is actually 
happening. 


Maybe Stiles shouldn’t be so surprised. Derek downloaded erotica for him. Derek goes to therapy 
for him. 


Holy shit, Derek is, like, into him. 


“Bed,” Stiles finally manages, dragging his hands away from Derek’s ass because he hasn’t 
touched his chest yet, which is a fucking crime because it is firm and hot and needs to be a lot 
more naked. 


Derek makes a noise low in his throat and licks over Stiles’s Adam’s apple. 


Jesus, if Stiles doesn’t get his pants off stat he’s going to come in them. “Derek. I’m serious, you 
need to take me to bed right now.” 


Apparently that’s the right thing to say, because Derek inhales sharply and says, “Put your arms 
around my neck.” 


Stiles would ask why, but complying means he gets to press himself all up against Derek’s chest 
again and— 


Derek grabs him by the thighs, hoists him up like he weighs nothing, and deposits him in the center 
of his bed twelve seconds later. Stiles catches himself on his elbows and kicks his shoes off as he 
scoots backward. Derek prowls after him and straddles Stiles’s waist in a way that eliminates every 
coherent thought in Stiles’s head. 


With one swift tug, Derek removes his shirt, leaving him golden and warm and sitting on Stiles’s 
dick. Stiles makes a strangled sound and reaches for all that skin, but Derek must have other ideas 
because he goes for Stiles’s shirt next. When he doesn’t cooperate immediately, Derek just rips it 
off him. Literally. 


“Oh Jesus that was hot,” Stiles says faintly. His mouth has gone desert dry, but he licks his lips 
anyway. “Uh, do you think maybe—” 


Derek kisses him again and Stiles forgets to ask about taking his pants off. Instead he parts his lips 
to allow Derek’s tongue to stroke over his, and lets his legs fall farther apart. Thank God for the 
practical applications of pregnant yoga. When he runs his fingernails down Derek’s back, Derek 
keens into his mouth, and that’s it. It’s too much. 


Stiles breaks away, gasping for breath. Derek chases him down to the mattress to suck stinging 
kisses into the skin of his neck. “Derek,” he moans. 


Derek answers with a bite to Stiles’s collarbone. 


Stiles tries again. “Derek, come on, if you don’t, ngh, let me take my pants off I’m going to 
become a teenage cliché. I would really prefer to be naked when you make me come the first 
time.” 


Derek makes a hungry noise. “First time,” he mumbles, sounding dazed, like it hadn’t occurred to 
him this would be the first time. That other times would follow. 


Derek unbuttons Stiles’s pants and shimmies back, peeling the jeans off as he goes. He trails his 
lips down Stiles’s body along the way, stopping to linger, openmouthed and wet, on the taut skin 
of his belly. Derek throws the jeans over his shoulder. Then he slides Stiles’s underwear down too, 
devouring with a gaze so hot Stiles can’t even be self-conscious that he’s naked while Derek is still 
dressed. 


But he can demand parity. “Clothes off,” Stiles says, trying to push Derek’s pants down without 
unbuttoning them. 


Derek gives a hint of a smile before getting rid of his pants and underwear. Stiles gets a brief 
eyeful of Derek’s naked body: the flat stomach that leads to thick, toned thighs... and the long hard 
cock between them. Derek is big. Stiles’s stomach swoops and his mouth waters at the sight of it. 
Oh yeah. 


Then Derek cuddles in close again and impedes his view, lying next to Stiles, propped up on an 
elbow. He looks down at Stiles, leans in, kisses him again, and then strokes a hand along one 
cheek. 


“What do you want to do?” He licks his lips. “I could blow you.” He hesitates a little, like he’s 


embarrassed, before he says the word blow; Stiles is ridiculously charmed. And oh wow, Derek 
Hale just offered to give him a blow job. Stiles wants that, he really, really does. His dick jerks at 
the thought, and for a brief second, Stiles thinks about saying yes. But he doesn’t. He’s been 
waiting for his first time, and he’s got other plans. 


“T want you to fuck me.” 
Derek’s hips jerk. Apparently he likes the idea. “That’s kind of intense.” 


Stiles tangles his fingers in Derek’s hair. “Derek, if I’m going to suffer the consequences of getting 
fucked, I’m damned well going to get fucked.” 


“But for your first time?” Derek looks really concerned about it. “Your first time should be good.” 
He sounds so earnest when he says it that Stiles’s heart swells. 


He throws a leg over Derek’s thigh in clear invitation. “Okay, one, it is good and will continue to 
be good, because it’s you, and I trust you. And two, ‘first time’ is relative. If toys counted, I 
wouldn’t be a virgin.” Like Stiles was going to wait around for someone to pop that cherry. 


Derek mewls, his fist clenching in the blankets, and holds very still for a few seconds. Stiles licks 
his lips and looks down and—oh, Derek likes that mental image, apparently. 


Stiles gives him a lazy grin. “Remind me to show you my collection sometime. I’ve got a lot.” 


“How did you even... you only turned eighteen a few months ago,” Derek points out. Though his 
face is serious, he slides his right hand down Stiles’s ribs and settles it on his hip, where he strokes 
lazily. 


“The Internet is your friend, Derek,” Stiles reminds him. He takes this opportunity to do some 
stroking of his own. Derek’s chest is unreal. “Also, I’m friends with drag queens. They were all, to 
a woman, very eager to encourage my curiosity. Now, where’s your lube?” 


Red flushes across Derek’s cheekbones and ears, but he leans over Stiles to scramble in the 
nightstand. He resettles next to Stiles with the bottle in hand and gives Stiles another serious look. 
“You’re sure about this?” 


Stiles fights not to roll his eyes. Derek is such a romance novel cliché. “Definitely.” He takes the 
lube, opens it, and pours some onto his hand. Then he rubs their hands together, spreading the slick 
around, and guides their hands down. “I want,” he says clearly, looking Derek in the eye even as he 
wraps his wet hand around Derek’s cock, “this in me. Now.” 


Apparently Derek’s done trying to talk Stiles out of it, because he slides his fingers between 
Stiles’s asscheeks and presses into him smoothly. 


“Nnngh,” Stiles says. Thank God the stupid magical forcefield doesn’t try to protect him from 
having a good time. For a second he’s almost distracted enough to let go of Derek’s erection, but 
then Derek shifts on the bed beside him to get a better angle and oh God yes. Stiles tightens his 
grip automatically and Derek pushes himself up on one arm and bites his nipple. “Derek!” 


Derek’s fingers are even better than Stiles’s favorite vibrator. 


“Stiles,” Derek says as Stiles rubs his thumb over the crown of his dick. His abs are basically 
trembling. Stiles wants to bite them. Maybe later. “If I promise to fuck you with them later, will 
you shut up about your sex toys?” He punctuates the question with a curl to his fingers that makes 
Stiles bow his back off the mattress. 


So apparently Stiles’s internal monologue re: sex toys wasn’t as internal as he thought. 


Stiles only lets go of Derek’s (long, fat, dripping) cock because he needs both hands to keep 
himself from coming. “Yes,” he whines. “Yes, yes, please.” Jesus, Derek just hit at least three of 
Stiles’s all-time top-ten fantasies. “Fucking yes,” he adds, in case the other yeses weren’t enough. 
“But first you should—” 


Derek pushes in another slick finger. 


“First you should definitely put your dick in me,” Stiles finishes breathlessly, trying to squirm more 
of Derek’s fingers into him. Derek sits up and splays one arm effortlessly across Stiles’s hips to 
keep him pinned. 


Make that four of Stiles’s top-ten fantasies. 


“Fuck!” Why couldn’t Derek be mediocre at this so Stiles would have a snowball’s chance of 
lasting two minutes? “Sooner would be better!” 


Derek swallows, and Stiles gets so distracted by the motion of his throat that he almost misses 
Derek’s words. “I don’t want to rush.” 


“That’s because you aren’t a pregnant eighteen-year-old virgin!” Stiles snaps. Or he tries to snap, 
but Derek’s doing really amazing things to his prostate so it comes out as more of a gasp. “I 
promise next time we can go as slow as you want, okay, you can tie me up if you have to. Actually 
maybe we can do that anyway—” 


“A gag would be more useful,” Derek interrupts, rubbing his slick thumb over the stretched skin of 
Stiles’s rim. 


Stiles shudders. Is Derek aiming to hit all ten items on the list or something? “Carte fucking 
blanche, Derek, okay? But right now I really need you to—” 


Derek slides his fingers out and Stiles keens. God. He feels fucking empty, hollow, and he swears 
his hole is twitching in time with his pulse and he just. Needs. 


Derek crawls between Stiles’s legs and pushes them farther apart, and holy shit. This is actually 
happening. Derek’s dick nudges at the inside of his thigh and Stiles’s brain goes offline. 


“Like this?” Derek murmurs. 


It takes Stiles longer than it should to realize what he means. And yeah, there’s probably a better 
position for beginners. But fuck it. “Yeah,” Stiles says. 


“Lift up.” 


When Stiles obeys, Derek shoves a pillow under his back. Then he rescues the lube from wherever 
Stiles dropped it. “Stop me if it hurts.” 


Stiles clenches his jaw, because it’s that or roll his eyes. He wouldn’t stop Derek right now if the 
world was ending. “Your dick isn’t that much bigger than—” 


He forgets to finish the sentence when Derek presses forward. His body offers token resistance and 
then yields, and all of a sudden Stiles has Derek’s cock inside him. For a second it just feels alien, 
and then he remembers to look up and he meets Derek’s eyes and the room gets smaller and his 
limbs get looser and oh. This is what sex 1s like. 


Derek shifts and slow sparks crawl up Stiles’s spine. 
“What was I saying?” 
“Something about the size of my cock.” 


Derek leans in for another dirty kiss, and Stiles loses himself in the feeling of closeness, of making 
this connection with another person, of Derek’s soft, wet mouth. He runs his hands through 
Derek’s hair, down his neck, across his shoulders, aching to touch him everywhere. 


Then Derek starts to move, a slow roll back, then forward again. The drag of his cock sends more 
sparks through Stiles’s body, and he shivers. 


“Derek,” he sighs. 


Derek murmurs a response, keeping up a steady, unhurried rhythm. His expression is endearingly 
serious, his brow furrowed slightly in concentration, as if he’s focused completely on maintaining 
this even pace. 


Stiles can’t help but lean in for more kisses. “Derek, you feel, God, so good. I can’t—so close to 
—” Stiles arches his hips up to meet the next thrust, and they collide with greater force. Stiles’s 

prostate, which already had a lot of positive things to say about these proceedings, lights up and 
asks for more. Who is Stiles to deny it? 


He pushes back against Derek, pulls at his hair, moans loudly into Derek’s mouth between dirty, 
wet kisses, but Derek’s pace never quickens. It drives Stiles mindless with lust, and he throws his 
head back, moaning at every thrust and begging so hard. “Derek, Derek, please. Please, more! I 
need. Harder—can’t you—Derek!” 


Derek’s eyes are dark, and though his hips stutter when Stiles begs, he doesn’t pick up the pace. 


He doesn’t speed up until Stiles is mostly nonverbal, whimpering and moaning, fingers spasming 
against Derek’s skin. Then he starts snapping his hips, panting for breath and moaning himself. 
Stiles’s toes curl and he scrambles to get a grip on Derek’s sweaty shoulders. 


Apparently four months of perpetual horniness has its benefits, because that’s all it takes. Several 
solid thrusts later, Stiles comes untouched, jerking and gasping, arching into Derek, his body 
tightening around Derek’s cock. Stiles whites out for a while, losing track of everything. 


He comes back to Derek moaning and planting sloppy, desperate kisses all over Stiles’s face and 
neck. 


“Are you—can I—I need to come. Stiles, tell me I can move,” Derek pants desperately into his 
neck. 


“Wha—yeah, yeah, you can. Fuck me, Derek. God, come in me,” Stiles demands, scraping his 
nails across Derek’s shoulders. 


This time when Derek moves, it’s in shudders and starts, short, sharp thrusts with no rhythm at all. 
He mostly just grinds into Stiles’s ass until he tenses all over and then trembles. 


Stiles doesn’t have words to describe the expression on Derek’s face while he comes inside him. 


They lie together, tangled, Stiles still wrapped around Derek, Derek’s softening cock still inside 
him. 


But Stiles can only stand the silence for so long. “Oh my God, that was amazing. Best thing ever. 
Can we do it again? Right now?” 


Derek whimpers. The wuss. 


It’s all right, though, since Stiles was mostly kidding. Because this afterglow stuff? With all the 
cuddling and just enjoying being close? Is kind of fantastic. Stiles doesn’t want to shortchange 
himself. 


Eventually Derek pulls away, scowling over the mess between them. He gets up to get a cloth to 
clean them both off, and Stiles sees his back. 


“Holy shit!” 
“What?” Derek turns, gaze darting around, looking for whatever shocked Stiles. 


“Your, um, your back? Is kind of... scratched?” The top of his back and his shoulders are a lattice 
of scratch marks, up, down and across. Stiles doesn’t remember doing that, but apparently it’s a 
thing for him. He flushes with pleasure at learning this about himself. It’s probably a good thing 
Derek’s a werewolf with superhealing. 


“Oh,” says Derek. The tone of his voice suggests an unsaid “is that all?” 
Huh. Apparently Derek was aware of his war wounds. 


Derek turns for the bathroom again, and Stiles gets another look. None of the marks are vicious 
enough to need stiches or anything, but some of the welts are pretty intense. 


Derek’s in the bathroom with the water running when something occurs to Stiles. 
“Hey, Derek, shouldn’t they have healed by now?” 


Derek grunts in response like he doesn’t want to answer, which—why wouldn’t he want to answer? 
Then Stiles remembers something about werewolves being able to control the healing, to keep the 
body from accelerating the process. Derek is keeping the scratches like some sort of badge of 
honor. 


It’s ridiculously hot and— 
The tap turns off, so Stiles files it away under Things to Examine Closer Later. 


Derek returns to the bed with not one but two warm washcloths, which turns out to be a good thing 
because there’s come everywhere and now that some of the lust fog has cleared away, it feels kind 
of gross. Stiles is lucky Derek’s prepared to do all the actual cleanup work too, because he’s 
probably going to fall asleep. 


“Thanks,” he mumbles as Derek runs the first cloth up the insides of his thighs to his ass. It tickles 
a little, but he tries not to squirm. 


Derek flicks his gaze up once, then nods wordlessly, lobs the dirty cloth toward the bathroom, and 
moves up to Stiles’s stomach with the clean one. He wipes the come off methodically before 
setting the cloth aside, then sprawls out with his head level with Stiles’s navel. 


“Are you navel-gazing?” Stiles says just to be silly, combing his fingers through Derek’s hair. It 
looks ridiculous. It looks like sex hair. Oh God, Stiles gave Derek Hale sex hair. 


He’s going to be smug about that later. 
Derek tilts his face up. “Can 1?” 


“No, I thought I’d have sex with you and then not let you touch the belly,” Stiles says with a roll of 
his eyes. “You realize I get daily tummy rubs now, right? This is just the first one P’ ve been naked 
for.” 


Derek draws his fingers through the hair below Stiles’s navel. The swell of his stomach is only just 
starting to be noticeable, and it looks weird with hair on it. Stiles has never seen a pregnant belly 
with a treasure trail before. There’s probably some deep analysis to be done on that, because he’s 
pretty sure there are naturally hairy women and maybe even some other pregnant men out there, 
but Stiles is too tired to think about it. 


“What re they doing?” he asks, letting his hand fall to the side, only to go right back to what he 
was doing when Derek makes an unhappy noise. 


“They?” 

“He, she, it, you know. Jesus.” Stiles traces his finger around the shell of Derek’s ear. 
Derek shudders. Interesting. “Don’t call the baby that.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because you say it during sex.” 

Stiles makes a face. “Ugh. Point taken. So what’s she doing?” 

“She?” 


“Derek.” Stiles sighs and flicks him on the side of the head. Derek knows damn well his 
ultrasound at Deaton’s isn’t for another week. “Focus.” 


Derek rolls his eyes and presses his palm flat to Stiles’s stomach, drumming a heartbeat on his 
skin. “It’s quiet in there right now. Maybe we wore her out.” 


“She’s probably just waiting until I’m half-asleep to make me have to pee,” Stiles grumbles. “What 
else?” 


He doesn’t miss the way Derek shifts closer so his nose is pressed against Stiles’s side. “She’s 
about six inches long. Has fingers and toes and eyelids and eyelashes.” 


“What about eyebrows?” Stiles teases, running his thumb along one of Derek’s. 
Ceasing the heartbeat drumming, Derek shakes his head. “‘Wasn’t in the book.” 


Apparently he’s not going to rise to the bait. Stiles tries not to be too disappointed. “She’s not 
going to, like, claw her way out of the womb or anything, is she?” 


“We can’t shift that young.” There’s a flutter of eyelashes against Stiles’s skin as Derek closes his 
eyes. “Nothing to worry about.” 


“Oh, sure,” Stiles agrees sarcastically, but he closes his eyes too. “Just a mouth to feed, a kid to 
raise, a relationship not to fuck up. Meanwhile, werewolves.” God, he’s tired. How embarrassing. 
Eighteen and no stamina. “What could possibly go wrong?” 


Derek makes an indecipherable sound against the skin of Stiles’s stomach. It feels like a kiss. Then 
he starts tapping again, just gently, on the skin below Stiles’s navel. 


Between one heartbeat and the next, Stiles falls asleep. 
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And wakes up he doesn’t know how long later to the increasingly annoyed shouts of his cell phone. 
Oh shit. That’s his dad’s ringtone. 
“Ring,” the phone says. “Ring, ring. Ring. RING.” 


“We forgot to call your dad,” Derek says into Stiles’s ribcage. His voice sounds hollow. No, it 
sounds terrified. 


Oh shit. “I am so dead,” Stiles says, flailing out of bed so he can find his pants. Christ. Where are 
his pants? Did Derek have to throw them so far? What, did they, like, personally offend him? 


Okay, it would be pretty cool if the existence of Stiles’s pants offended Derek, so he’s not going to 
complain about it anymore. Finally he gets his phone out and swipes his thumb across the screen to 
unlock it. “Hey, Dad. Um, what’s up?” 


“Certainly not the sun,” his dad says, voice dry. “Do you know what time it is, Stiles?” 
“Um,” says Stiles, looking for a clock. 


Apparently stalling isn’t the right answer. “It’s after midnight, Stiles. After midnight. Your curfew 
ended almost twenty minutes ago. Where are you?” 


“T’m at the loft. Derek and I fell asleep....” Stiles slows at the end of the sentence. He realizes 
halfway through how incriminating that sentence sounds. Well, maybe it wasn’t so incriminating— 
he could say they fell asleep watching a film—but by now the hesitancy in his voice has already 
given him away. 


He dad stays quiet for several minutes. Then he says, “Stiles, is this how you’re finally telling me 
that you’re bisexual and dating Derek Hale?” 


“Maybe?” Stiles says slowly, voice pitched high. “Wait, what do you mean finally?” 
His dad sighs, long-suffering, but there’s a hint of amusement. 


It occurs to Stiles as he stands next to Derek’s bed, staring down at him while he sits naked and sex 
rumpled, that his dad is kind of awesome. He just found out Stiles is sleeping with an older man 
and he’s not even yelling. 


“Look, it’s late, and I’m guessing it would take a while for you to be... presentable enough to 
come home. So how about you stay there tonight, with the understanding” —Dad raises his voice 

to ensure he’ ll be heard—“this is not going to be a regular thing. This isn’t forgiveness for breaking 
curfew. And I want to see both you and Derek tomorrow morning, 9:00 a.m., for breakfast.” 


“Okay, okay, that sounds fair,” Stiles says straightaway, nodding even though his dad can’t see, 
because it totally does. Considering other parents would probably flip out over the whole situation, 
if all his dad wants is a breakfast together, Stiles is happy to do it. (Then again, he thinks a little 
hysterically, he’s already pregnant. How much worse can it really get?) 


“TIl see you tomorrow, Dad,” he says brightly. 
“Good night, Stiles.” 
Stiles hangs up and turns to Derek. “So, breakfast?” 


Derek swallows, looking pale and scared, but he agrees. “Breakfast.” 


x 


Of course, Stiles realizes when he wakes up with Derek basically all over him, Stiles is going to 
need to borrow a shirt. Because Derek ripped his off. And he really needs a shower. They both do. 
Even Stiles can tell they reek of sex and come. And if they don’t get on that immediately, they’re 
going to be late, which sucks because Stiles was really looking forward to that hypothetical blow 
job. 


Maybe later, he thinks with a sigh, nudging Derek awake. 

Trying, at least. Derek mostly grumbles and scrapes his beard over Stiles’s shoulder. 
Okay, definitely later. Stiles needs to feel that on his inner thighs. 

But in the meantime, they have to get ready for breakfast. 


Stiles will never forget the look Derek gives him when he asks to borrow a shirt. It’s one part 
sheepish, one part possessive, and a whole lot of parts turned on. For a second Stiles is sure they’re 
going to be late for breakfast, but then Derek reins himself in and orders Stiles into the shower. 


Breakfast turns out to be tolerable. Stiles’s dad serves bacon and eggs, but there’s also whole wheat 
toast, yogurt, and fruit, so Stiles only grumbles a little between sips of his OJ and glowers at Derek 
when he saddles Stiles with an extra-large helping of yogurt. 


His dad is also surprisingly nice to Derek. He keeps conversation light when they arrive and as 
they settle down to eat, asking Derek about how things are going, if he’s enjoying his new job. 
Derek keeps his face and manner polite as he answers. 


They’re halfway through breakfast and Stiles is starting to think that he was worried for nothing 
when his dad says, in his mildest of mild, voices, “So, Derek, tell me about your romantic history.” 


Oh fuck. 

Derek chokes on his juice. 

“Dad!” 

“What? He’s your boyfriend now, right? I have every right to ask him these things.” 


“No, you don’t!” Stiles argues. He knows his dad hasn’t forgotten Derek was dating the witch 

when she impregnated Stiles. He has to know that this conversation is bound to be painful and 

awkward, and Derek’s life has had way more painful and awkward than anyone should have to 
bear. 


“So long as he’s dating you, I definitely have the right. It’s a time-honored tradition for fathers to 
interrogate their child’s boyfriend.” The words may be flippant, but his tone isn’t. He really intends 
to go through with this. 


Stiles fights the urge to curl into a ball of abject misery. It’s his turn to be strong for Derek, 
apparently. “Ugh. Do you have to start with this? Really?” 


“Well, I already know how old he is and where he works.” His dad smirks a little and turns back to 
Derek. 


Derek watches Stiles and his dad argue, stunned and wide-eyed. He looks like he’s decided staying 
out of the fray is the best course of action. Stiles doesn’t blame him. Unfortunately, his dad doesn’t 
give him a choice. 


“So, Derek. Your history. I’m sure you can see why I’m concerned. You are much older than my 
son, and I’m just trying to look out of him.” 


Derek swallows, looks at Stiles, and then looks back at John. “I might be older, but I’ ve only had 
two girlfriends. You know about the second one, and the first... well, the second one worked out 
better.” 


The truth of it hits Stiles right in the stomach, and a sour taste fills his mouth. He knows Derek 
hasn’t had an easy life, but really—no one has ever been there for him. Not since.... “Paige?” he 
says, his voice barely a whisper. 


Derek turns his head sharply. “What? No.” Confusion etches lines between his eyebrows. “That’s 
not who I meant. And how did you even...?” 


Stiles winces guiltily. “Peter.” Not exactly the most reputable source for Derek Hale biographical 
moments (or anything but lies, vitriol, strife, and general badness), but the only one Stiles had at 
the time. 


Derek says, “This was after that,” and. 


And if it’s not Paige dying, but it’s still worse than being used for his genetic material so someone 
could make a child for him and then sacrifice it, then what the hell is it? What could be worse? 


Stiles looks at his plate. “I have to go,” he tells it, and then he pushes away from the table and 
walks slowly up the stairs. He holds tight to the railing, makes a right into the bathroom, and sits 
carefully in front of the toilet. 


Then he throws up. Stiles knows exactly what worse means. 


After a minute, someone knocks on the door. Stiles recognizes that knock, and he also knows 
Derek doesn’t want to talk to him right now. 


Stiles doesn’t really want to talk to his dad either, so he totally understands. “I’m puking. Go 
away.” 


His dad tries the door handle, realizes it’s locked, and then, predictably, unlocks it using the stupid 
key they keep on top of the trim around the door. Once the door is open, though, he just stands 
there in the hallway, radiating guilt. 


Stiles would rather just be angry right now than deal with that. Angry because this was supposed to 
be a happy time. He should have woken up in Derek’s bed and spent half the day there naked and 
touching him and only getting up to shower and maybe order takeout. He should be basking in new 
couple glow right now. But instead he’s puking his guts out in his dad’s bathroom over his 
boyfriend’s unexpected and horrifying relationship issues being exposed at the breakfast table. So 
yeah, he’s angry—and hurt for Derek, because Christ. Finally he trusts somebody and the first 


thing that happens is he gets his family burning alive thrown in his face. 
Stiles heaves again, but nothing comes up but bile. 
“Stiles,” his dad says awkwardly. 


“T m really mad at you for doing that,” Stiles says without looking at him. “I’m really mad at you 
for not trusting my judgment, and for not letting Derek tell me things when he’s ready. I’m 
eighteen years old. I’m going to be a parent. I’m not a kid.” 


“Stiles—” 


Fuck, fuck, he doesn’t want to cry, but he can’t help the tears already stinging his eyes. He turns 
toward his dad anyway. He looks gutted. “But mostly I’m mad because he trusted you and you 
hurt him, Dad. Do you know how hard I’ve been working to convince him not everyone wants to 
hurt him?” 


His dad rubs a hand over his forehead but doesn’t offer anything in the form of an apology. Stiles 
isn’t really the one who deserves it anyway. “Kid....” 


“I'm not a kid,” Stiles reminds him, and takes a vicious thrill in seeing his father flinch before guilt 
starts seeping in and he deflates. “I know you want to protect me, but I’m not a kid.” He rests his 
head against the wall and closes his eyes. “Couldn’t you at least have waited a week?” 


His father looks at him blankly before understanding seems to dawn. “How long have you been 
dating?” 


Stiles laughs wetly. “Would you like your answer in hours or fractions of days?” he asks, and his 
dad swears. Apparently he really thought Stiles was hiding this from him. And Stiles can’t even 
blame him for that, because he’s the one who set the track record for major lies told to his dad. 


Finally he sighs. The house feels too quiet. Stiles knows what that means. “Derek’s gone, isn’t he.” 
His dad rubs the back of his neck. “He ah, he left when you went upstairs.” 


Stiles squeezes his eyes shut, but two more tears trickle down his face anyway. He wipes them off 
on his sleeve—God, actually Derek’s sleeve—and flushes the toilet. “I’m going to brush my teeth 
and pack a bag. Then I’m going to look for Derek. If I find him, I might not be back before 
curfew.” He clenches his jaw and reconsiders. “I might not be back before curfew anyway if I can’t 
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His dad nods. “Yeah. That’s... fair.” He sighs and rubs his forehead. “Look, Stiles, tell Derek I’m 
sorry about this morning. I... was out of line with that question.” 


“Kay.” Stiles isn’t ready to get off the floor. 
“And text me later, when you know where you’ re sleeping tonight, so I know, okay?” 


Stiles licks his lips and considers. He might be eighteen and his dad was kind of an ass earlier, but 
he doesn’t actually want his dad to worry about him being out all night. “T l text you if I stay over 
at Scott’s instead,” he offers, and his dad accepts. 


x 


Stiles tries the loft first. Derek isn’t there, but Cora answers when he knocks. 


“You look like shit.” 
“Thanks,” Stiles says, not trying to filter the sarcasm. 
“Derek came home and changed for a run,” she tells him. 


They stand in silence for a while. Stiles gets some juice from the kitchen. His mouth still tastes 
gross and his throat feels raw. 


“What happened?” Cora asks when she follows after him. She’s trying to play it cool, but she’s 
clearly curious. 


Stiles sips his pomegranate juice (Derek has weird tastes) to give himself a moment to think. “We 
did breakfast with Dad. It was a bit of a clusterfuck.” 


Cora arches an eyebrow. “Breakfast with the in-laws already?” 


Stiles should probably be surprised that Cora knows they’re dating. Then again, she has a 
werewolf’s nose and they didn’t wash last night’s sheets. Okay, he’s not surprised at all, but he is 
embarrassed. 


“I missed curfew. Accidental outing,” Stiles explains and leaves it at that. 
“Ah. Well, it’s Derek. I'd be surprised if things did go well.” 


And as much as Stiles doesn’t want to talk about this, he can’t let Cora think it was Derek’s fault. 
“Derek was fine. I mean, he was a gentleman. It was my dad... Well. I came to see if he was okay. 
Is... should I wait here? How long do his runs usually last?” 


Cora shrugs. “Depends. Sometimes he’s gone thirty minutes, sometimes three hours. Depends on 
his brooding needs, I guess.” 


Stiles nods. His instincts are badgering him to get out there and find Derek, to take action and 
make things better, but reason tells him that he should wait until Derek feels like talking. “Want to 
watch some Netflix?” 


“SHEILD?” 
“Yes.” 


Cora is a pretty good companion in his current mood. She’s quiet and happy to sit with him and 
watch people shoot things and blow stuff up. Cora is a genius: Coulson is just what Stiles needed. 


They’ re still watching when Derek gets home, sweating and panting in shorts and a tank top. Stiles 
spares a second to mourn the loss of the upbeat mood that would have let him jump Derek right 
now. As much as Stiles wants to, he also wants to make sure they’re okay. 


“Hey,” he says instead. 


“Hey,” Derek says back. He’s standing in the middle of the room, looking at Stiles with big, 
uncertain eyes. The silence stretches taut between them until Cora huffs. 


“This is painful. And awkward.” She rises from the couch and makes her way toward the door. 
“T’m going to go see what Lydia’s up to today. Later!” Then she’s gone and Stiles and Derek are 
alone. 


The only thing that could make this scene more ridiculous is the chirping of actual crickets. 
“T’m going to go shower,” Derek says at length. 


I’m going to sit here and pretend I’m not thinking about you in the shower, Stiles thinks. He can’t 
tell for sure, but he’s probably blushing. “I'll be here.” After all, he loves this couch. He and the 
couch are bros. 


He and the couch are going to have to have a talk about maybe being too comfortable with each 
other, though, because the next thing Stiles knows, he’s opening eyes that feel like sandpaper. He 
sits up abruptly, scrambling for his phone to check the time. Thankfully only half an hour has gone 
by, but he can still hear the shower. 


So either Derek is unexpectedly thorough for a guy who used to be homeless, or he’s having a 
crisis in the bathroom. Maybe he even thinks Stiles left; Stiles doesn’t know how good werewolf 
hearing is, if Derek can detect his heartbeat over the sound of the water. 


Deciding Derek has worked himself up enough, Stiles rolls to his feet—not as easy as it was four 
months ago, definitely—grabs a throw pillow just in case, and makes for the bathroom door. 


“T m still here, you know,” he says conversationally, pretending he expects Derek to answer him. 
He drops the pillow on the floor and sits on it with his back to the wall, and makes another mental 
note to thank Scott again for the prenatal yoga. “Okay, so I fell asleep on your couch for a while, 
but you can’t blame me for that, I’m pregnant. It’s against the rules to hold a grudge over naptime. 
And anyway you would’ ve been welcome to join me.” 


There’s no answer, but Stiles has never let that stop him before. He talked to Lydia for hours when 
she was in the hospital, and she wasn’t even conscious. It occurs to him belatedly that this is a 
bizarre parody of the conversation he had earlier with his dad, only more one-sided and with less 
invasion of privacy. 


“That invitation still stands, incidentally. I could totally go back to bed right now. Though probably 
we should wash the sheets because if you remember, uh, they suffered a little last night. Or is that 

a wolf thing? Is it like, “hey, this bed smells like we had sex in it, let’s keep it that way’?” Stiles 
can’t even decide if that’s gross or hot. Clearly werewolves have corrupted his brain. 


Still no answer. 


Stiles sighs. “Look, for what it’s worth, my dad said to tell you he’s sorry. I gave him hell for being 
a dick to you. I think he thought we were together for a lot longer and had already talked about 
things and....” He runs a hand through his hair. “It was still a dick move, and I’m still mad at him, 
but he still likes you. If you were worried about that.” 


Inside the bathroom, the water shuts off. Stiles takes it as a sign to continue, even though 
continuing is probably the hardest thing he’s ever done. “I know you probably don’t want to talk 
about her, and that’s okay,” he says thickly. “God knows I wouldn’t want to talk about it either.” 
He swallows the lump in his throat and takes a long breath through his nose. “But if you ever want 
to talk about it, Pl listen.” 


Still no response, but Stiles can hear Derek moving on the other side of the door, so at least he’s 
not curled up on the floor of the shower or something, which is where Stiles would be if this 
happened to him. 


“It doesn’t change anything,” Stiles says quietly when the door doesn’t open. “Not for me.” The 


sentiment should scare him, but it doesn’t. Learning Kate Argent used Derek’s feelings for her to 
slaughter his family doesn’t make him feel differently about Derek. It just gives him a different 
perspective. 


No, what terrifies him is the other words in his head Stiles never thought he’d say to Derek— 
words they are definitely not prepared for. 


The bathroom door opens at last, and Stiles swallows down his relief as he looks up. “I’m really 
glad I made you go to therapy,” he says, maybe too honestly. “Can you help me off the floor now? 
My ass is numb.” 


Derek crouches down next to Stiles, his face filled with something like tenderness. Then he slips 
one arm around Stiles’s shoulders and the other under his bent knees. Suddenly, Stiles is airborne. 
He might squeak a little bit. He certainly throws his arms around Derek’s neck. 


“Um, okay, so this is happening.” 


Derek heads straight for the bed. He places a knee on the mattress so he can lean forward to put 
Stiles down in the middle of the bed. Then he crawls in after and settles down next to him. He lies 
on his side, one arm resting gently on Stiles’s chest, rubbing the fabric of Stiles’s shirt with one 
hand. 


He’s still quiet, so Stiles is too. He places a hand over Derek’s and weaves their fingers together. 
The silence is nice, intimate. It doesn’t take long for Stiles’s eyes to fall shut and for sleep to come 
again. 


He’s just on the edge of dreamland when he hears Derek whisper, “Thank you.” 


x 


Stiles kind of moves in for the next twenty-four hours. He and Derek laze around in his bed and on 
the couch, but it’s not sexual. For all that Derek touches Stiles as much as possible, he doesn’t 
initiate much, which is just fine. Considering what Stiles now knows (and Derek knows that he 
knows), Stiles understands the wrench in Derek’s libido. His libido is down but not out, though, 
and the need to create a bond is still strong. They get off that night under the covers, Derek over 
him, thrusting lazily to rub their dicks together. The following morning they swap hand jobs in the 
shower. 


They’re cuddled on the couch, Stiles with his head in Derek’s lap while Derek reads to him from 
What to Expect When You’re Expecting, when Allison calls to warn Derek that the group has 
decided to invade. Apparently they’re too poor to go anywhere else and too grown-up to hang out 
at home. 


Derek grumbles about his life being overrun by teenagers, but Stiles can tell he’s actually pleased 
they’re coming, so Stiles doesn’t complain, even though their arrival will cut into his snuggle time. 


The packs come tumbling into the loft, carrying food courtesy of the Martins and making noise 
about fixing lunch. Stiles plans to leave them to their cooking—Derek’s lap is way too comfy—but 
then he hears Scott say, “So I just, like, throw everything in together and mix it up to make the 
dough, yeah?” 


Stiles will not have that, so he gets up and goes to see what they’re making. It’s pizza, and Scott is 
about to throw the yeast in without putting it in warm water first. 


Stiles throws everyone but Danny and Jackson out of the workspace, Danny because he actually 


knows a bit about cooking (he’d been side-eying Scott so hard just now) and Jackson because the 
dude is magical when it comes to baking and the man is putting cupcakes together. Seriously, red 
velvet cupcakes with cream cheese icing. Stiles is not getting in the way of that shit. 


While Isaac and Cora make for the couch, Scott, Lydia, and Allison, sit on the barstools, watching 
the others work like this was their master plan all along. Stiles considers being upset with their 
manipulations, but, well, he’s too happy. Besides, he just called Derek into the kitchen and set him 
up with cheese grating duty. The sight of Derek Hale grating cheese is kind of amazing, especially 
since he keeps giving the grater grumpy looks when it doesn’t perform to his standards. Stiles has 
to work really hard to resist the temptation to just lean over and— 


“Fuck!” He stares down in shock at the blood welling on his finger. Obviously watching Derek 
when he should have been paying attention to the peperoni he was chopping was a bad idea. 


The whole loft freezes into silence. Stiles can feel the surprise humming in the air. Then Derek 
rushes to his side, pulls him away from the cutting board, and forces Stiles’s injured hand under the 
tap. 


“Huh,” Stiles says as his brain slowly reboots. He hadn’t realized how much he’d gotten used to 
being magically protected from himself. Stiles isn’t a total klutz, but he doesn’t always know where 
his limbs are and tends to bruise himself up. It was nice having four months injury-free. Which, 
wait, why did the spell fail? 


His brain is up to optimal processing speeds again, and something very upsetting occurs to him. 
“Damn it,” he mutters. Then he looks up from his clean hand, framed between Derek’s palms, to 
Derek. Judging from the dark look on his face with its shades of guilt, Derek is thinking what Stiles 
is thinking. 


“What happened? Why isn’t the spell working?” Scott asks first. 
Allison says, voice strained, “Is it... is the baby okay?” 


“Yes,” say all the werewolves immediately. Stiles is glad, since it hadn’t occurred to him to be 
worried until Allison mentioned it. 


“We can hear its heartbeat,” Scott adds. 


Lydia taps her fingernails on the countertop, contemplative. “If the spell failed, that probably 
means one of the conditions for the spell isn’t being met. So either someone shanked Ms. Blake in 
prison and cut off the source of the magic, or—” 


Everyone looks at Stiles, who realizes belatedly that he and Derek are still holding hands. 


“Stiles!” Scott sounds scandalized. Stiles doesn’t want to use the tired old “eyes like dinner plates” 
cliché, but, well. 


“Nice going, Stilinski,” Lydia says. Apparently all he had to do to earn her approval was sleep with 
someone hotter than Jackson. 


Jackson frowns. “Wait, so you are banging?” 


Even though she’s in the living room, Stiles has no trouble picking up Cora’s “Talk about 
something else, please!” 


Danny never even looks up from the pizza sauce. “Still a month before college. You owe me 


twenty bucks, Lahey.” Then he nudges Stiles with one elbow. “Are they serious about the baby 
thing?” He flicks his gaze down to Stiles’s stomach, then back over Stiles’s shoulder. 


Oh Christ. Stiles fights the urge to bury his head in his hands. This is mortifying enough for him. 
Poor Derek. And seriously, his friends brought Danny here and then, what, just decided to let him 
find out Stiles is pregnant by osmosis? Seriously, they need some kind of message board. “Long 
story short, our English teacher was a witch who decided grow me a werewolf oven and then put 
Derek’s bun in it. Swear to God, I cannot make this up.” 


Danny looks sorry he asked. “And... this spell Lydia’s talking about?” 
“Supernatural bubble wrap,” Stiles explains. 


“Which was only effective while he was a virgin,” Scott says. It comes out a little accusatory, and 
he’s making his unhappy face. 


Stiles frowns at him. “Whatever, dude, it’s not like Derek knew it was going to void my warranty.” 


Derek makes a choking noise and leans his forehead against the back of Stiles’s neck. Maybe that’s 
enough mortification for one day. “Anyway,” Stiles says pointedly, “I thought you guys came here 
to make food? So can we get back to that, please? Derek Jr. is hungry.” 


“We are not calling him that,” Derek mutters. 


“You’re the one who vetoed Jesus.” Stiles pokes him gently with his elbow. “Now stop mojoing 
my cut. I’m a big boy and I can get my own Band-Aid.” 


Derek shifts from foot to foot. 


Stiles relents. “Fine, you can come with me to get a Band-Aid. The rest of you, I’m not kidding 
about the food. But don’t let Scott touch anything.” 


“Hey!” 


“Sorry, buddy, you know I love you.” Stiles pats him on the shoulder as he edges out of the kitchen 
toward the bathroom, Derek in tow. 


Only when he has the door firmly closed behind him does he allow himself to meet Derek’s gaze— 
or try to. Derek’s still pretty intent on the floor. “Hey,” Stiles says gently. “Derek, come on. 
Nobody thinks you put me in danger on purpose or anything, okay? They were just surprised 
because they didn’t think you’d stoop to this level.” He indicates himself with a slightly ridiculous 
gesture. Most of the time he can’t believe it either. 


Derek finally looks at him, an incredulous expression on his face. “Stiles. If any of them are 
surprised that I’d want you, they’re idiots.” 


The thing about having a grumpy werewolf for a boyfriend? When he does dish out compliments, 
you know he really means them. Stiles tries to fight off the blush, but the bathroom mirror tells 
him he failed. He digs into the basket under the sink for the first-aid kit. 


“If anything, they think I’m a creepy old....” Derek doesn’t finish, but he doesn’t have to. The 
unspoken word crawls up Stiles’s spine and curls at the top of his brain stem. 


“Okay, wow, no. First of all, let’s not forget how hot Danny thinks you are, and if you think he 
didn’t consider staying with Ethan after he learned he was twenty-two, you are so wrong. It was the 


murder revelation that put the nail in that relationship coffin. I’m pretty sure Jackson seduced one 
of the kids’ moms at a Little League game. And the only thing that would actually stop Lydia from 
going after someone she thought was hot is a superawkward personal connection. Like being her 
best friend’s dad.” 


Derek’s shudder conveys all the horror Stiles feels. Even if Mr. Argent is objectively a DILF. 


Holy shit, in a couple of months, Derek will be a DILF. Stiles is suddenly really looking forward to 
calling him that. 


Derek seems not to know what to do with Stiles’s pep talk, so he takes the first-aid kit from Stiles 
and carefully applies antiseptic cream to a bandage and wraps it around Stiles’s finger instead. 


Stiles doesn’t bother putting up a fuss. His heart turns to goo when Derek leans down and presses a 
gentle kiss to his finger. But Derek still seems... sad. Like he’s waiting for the other shoe to drop. 
“Hey,” Stiles says. “What’s going on in your head right now?” 


“I just....” Derek’s mouth flattens into an unhappy line. “It’s selfish.” 


“So what?” Stiles says. “You’re allowed to be selfish sometimes. Would you just talk to me, 
please?” 


Derek won’t meet his eyes. “I know you could... now that the spell is gone. I know you don’t have 
to carry it anymore.” His shoulders droop, and he seems to curl in on himself. “It would be easier 
for you. It would be the right thing for you.” His hands curl into fists, and he pulls one arm in 
across his stomach. “But please don’t do it.” 


Stiles’s eyelids feel hot and his chest goes tight when he realizes what Derek means. Please don’t 
have an abortion. Because Stiles could do that now, with the spell gone. Stiles could walk away 
from this whole mess and go to college with his friends and graduate on time and go on with his 
life. 


But part of him knows that would mean walking away from Derek too, and he just—he can’t. The 
idea of terminating the pregnancy never occurred to him. Somewhere along the way Stiles must 
have lost his mind, because he actually wants this. 


A lot. 
“You're going to make an awesome dad,” he blurts through a scratchy throat. 
Derek looks up at Stiles in shock. 


“You will,” Stiles says firmly, trying not to sniffle. “Because you’re going to love this kid and 
you ll be wrapped around their little fingers. Now, how about we get back out there and have pizza. 
I wasn’t joking about being hungry.” 


Derek nods, licking his lips. “I know. You never joke about being hungry.” 
Stiles wants to keep him forever. 


That night at dinner, Derek hardly scowls at all, and he even almost smiles on more than one 
occasion. 


After everyone else has left, Cora with Lydia, mumbling the whole time about needing to get her 
own place because the loft is gross now, Stiles strips down and crawls into bed after Derek. 


“T want to suck you,” he says without preamble. 
Derek coughs. “What?” 


Stiles sits back on his heels and gathers his confidence. “I want to give you a blowjob. Just, I’m 
warning you, I’ve never done this before, right, so... be patient?” 


Derek stares at him, bug-eyed, too stunned to do anything but nod and kiss Stiles back when he 
leans in. They kiss for a long time—Derek’s kisses are distracting. But Stiles has his mind on the 
prize: he wants to taste Derek’s dick. So he does. 


He starts with licks—everything that Stiles has read agrees the first step is to cover Derek’s cock in 
spit and get to know it better. And it’s not like this is a hardship. Derek’s dick is beautiful, and 
Stiles has been meaning to get up close and personal with it for ages, so he licks it all over, 
following the thrumming of the blood vessels just under the skin. 


Under his hands, Derek’s muscles tense, and Derek brushes his fingers through Stiles’s hair in 
encouragement. As if Stiles needs that when he can taste the salt of Derek’s skin on his tongue, can 
feel how his touch affects him. He flicks his tongue over the head and Derek moans, a bitten-off 
sound. The taste is nothing and everything like what Stiles imagined it would be, somehow 
different from his own. The velvet-soft head stretches his mouth wide when he sucks on it. 


Derek moans again, louder, and a thrill shoots up Stiles’s spine, because he did that. He pushes his 
mouth down, trying to take in more, and oh my God! Stiles knew people got off on this, but he 
didn’t understand. The feel of Derek in his mouth, the weight of him, is totally amazing. Stiles is 
drooling everywhere and moaning and his dick is so hard it’s making him lightheaded. Jesus, he’s 
turned-on. 


The vibrations must feel good, because Derek whimpers and tightens the hand in his hair. 


Stiles loses it. He wants Derek to fuck his mouth, for Derek to push his head down. He whimpers 
and sucks harder, trying to take more of Derek in. His mind goes hazy with lust as he focuses all 
his energy on making Derek come. 


It doesn’t take long. Stiles doesn’t know if he’s naturally good or if Derek has a thing for blowjobs 
or just for Stiles, but Derek comes, arching his back, and Stiles moans loud and long, feeling 
Derek’s dick pulsing in his mouth and the sudden flood of cum over his tongue. He shudders in 
ecstasy and does his best to swallow everything even as some of the cum escapes and trickles down 
his chin. When Derek slides his hand from the top of his head to the back of his neck, proprietary, 
Stiles shakes into orgasm with his mouth full of cock and his pants still on. 


x 


Dating Derek turns out to be the best idea Stiles has ever had. Because all the cuddling and the 
snuggling? So much better with make outs in between. Stiles stays at the loft for one more day 
before going home again. His dad looks pathetically relieved to see him, and Stiles just can’t not 
hug him. It’s probably the hormones, but Stiles doesn’t care right now. He wraps his arms around 
his dad and holds on, and that’s it: they’re back to normal. 


Early in August, Stiles is eating dinner when he feels the baby move for the first time. 


Stiles jumps so hard he drops his fork. She feels like a butterfly fluttering against the walls of his 
stomach. He stares down and just—doesn’t know what to do about this. She shifts again, and it’s 
really freaking weird. 


“What?” his dad asks. 


Stiles answers him, feeling dazed. “She just... I felt her move.” Stiles isn’t entirely sure that this 
isn’t a bad thing. Seriously, there is a tiny person in his body right now and he can feel it moving. 
The more he thinks about it, the weirder it is. 


“Oh.” His dad looks down toward Stiles’s stomach, which is partially hidden by the table. His 
expression is filled with longing. “I—I hadn’t thought about that, about getting to feel her move in 
your stomach. I use to sit with my hand on your mother’s stomach when she was pregnant with 
you, just waiting for you to move so I could feel it.” 


And suddenly Stiles doesn’t feel like an extra from Alien. Suddenly he just wants to go to the loft 
so he can share this with Derek. But first— 


“Here,” he says, standing abruptly. “Maybe she’ll....”” He takes his father’s hand and places it over 
his navel. “This is about where I —” He cuts himself off with a whuff. God, that feels weird. 


His dad smiles but shakes his head. The movements must still be too faint for him to feel. 
“Growing a kickboxer?” 


Stiles smiles ruefully. “Sorry, Dad. No werewolves in professional sports. The blood testing’s too 
dangerous.” Then he looks at his plate of half-eaten food and sighs. “I know I haven’t been around 
much since...” 


Since everything. Since he got knocked up, since he started dating Derek, and especially since the 
beginning of August, since everyone’s moving away and Stiles is doing his best to attend their 
good-bye parties with a smile on his face. It’s not easy. Allison, Lydia, Scott, Isaac, Jackson— 
they’re all standing on the cusp of freedom. Of college, living away from home, shirking 
responsibilities. Even Cora’s moving out of the loft to relocate closer to the community college 
where she’s taking classes on how to be a journeyman plumber. She even has a job serving 
overpriced coffee to finance it, though Stiles doesn’t understand why she won’t just let Derek pay 
for it. He’d never refuse. 


Stiles has his handful of online courses that haven’t yet begun, occasional checkups at Deaton’s, 
no job, an existence that becomes increasingly claustrophobic the more he starts to show, and 
Derek. Whom he hasn’t seen in a week. 


To be fair, it’s not all Derek’s fault. At least four of the days were filled with Stiles’s friends— 
helping Scott pack, setting up for and then attending Lydia’s farewell bash. Stiles even spent a 
night consoling a surprisingly tearful Allison, who was having a crisis about leaving her father 
alone so soon after her mother’s death. 


He was supposed to see Derek at Cora’s new place to help her unpack, but Stiles’s dad got a new 
case and wanted Derek for a consult, and then Derek ended up chasing down a leprechaun or 
something. Stiles’s dad’s grasp of the details was maybe a little lacking, and when Stiles got Derek 
on the phone after two days, they had other things to talk about. 


“Anyway,” Stiles says, shaking himself out of his reverie. God, baby brain. It’s apparently a thing. 
“I think I’m going to head to Derek’s.” 


“Text me if you’re staying over,” his dad says automatically. It took him some time to warm up to 
the idea, but really, it’s not like Stiles can get more pregnant. 


“Please,” Stiles says. “Let’s be real. In what universe am I not staying over?” 


He takes the time to pack a couple things. He has some clothes at Derek’s, but these days he never 
knows if his pants are going to fit if he hasn’t worn them in a week. Besides, Derek’s laundry 
schedule is unpredictable. He likes to let the pile grow until it tries to take over the loft and then 
spends two days washing absolutely everything. Stiles has been trying to break him of this habit, 
because it’s going to suck when they have a newborn (which he still can’t think about without 
wanting to panic). Then he waves good-bye to his dad and slings himself into the Jeep. 


At the loft, Stiles drops his bag and calls out for Derek. His answer comes from Cora’s bedroom. 


Stiles wanders in to find Derek standing in the middle of the room, but it’s not Cora’s bedroom 
anymore. 


The walls have been freshly painted and a soft pale green. There’s a dark-brown crib centered 
against the wall opposite the door. A changing table and dresser stand on the right, and a large, 
comfy-looking chair on left. A few stuffed toys (a giraffe, a fox and a bear) adorn the dresser and 
chair. Best of all, someone has painted adorable wolf puppies frolicking and playing on the wall 
around the crib. 


Stiles swallows hard. “Derek, this is... wow. It’s great.” Stiles walks forward and wraps his arms 
around Derek’s shoulders. ““You—why didn’t you tell me you were doing this?” He keeps his gaze 
focused on Derek’s. 


“Because then it wouldn’t have been a surprise.” 


“This is a good surprise.” Stiles takes a step back to look around but keeps his arms looped over 
Derek’s shoulders. “Did you do this yourself?” 


Derek shakes his head. “Yeah. My therapist suggested it, said it might be good for me.” Stiles 
hasn’t ever met this therapist, but apparently she’s probably pretty smart. “I got Lydia’s help with 
the painting, though. I can’t really draw.” 


A couple weeks ago Stiles tried to play Pictionary with Derek—he’s never doing that again. 


“It’s great,” Stiles says again, because it really is. Derek swallows and nods, awkwardly accepting 
the complement. 


Stiles takes a deep breath, thinking it’s time to change the subject—Derek’s reached his limit—and 
remembers why he came. “Oh! He moved! I was eating at home and there was this tickle in my 
stomach.” 


Derek freezes. “You felt him move?” 


Stiles nods, the smile busting out. “Yeah. At first I was totally freaked out, but then I just had to 
come and tell you.” 


Derek stares at Stiles’s stomach. “He moved? For the first time?” Stiles nods. “I missed it?” 
That makes Stiles pause and blink in surprise. “Yes.” 


Derek’s face kind of falls and warmth fills Stiles’s chest. He reaches up to slide his hand over 
Derek’s head. “You know he’s going to move again, right? Besides, it’s not like you could feel it 
yet.” 


Derek frowns. “I know. All the books say it’s usually a few weeks between when the mother feels 
it and when the father can.” 


Stiles considers objecting to the label “mother” but then figures, fuck it. In gestational terms, Stiles 
is this kid’s mother. Not that he’s ever letting anyone call him Mom, because hell no. He’s taking 
Dad. Derek can be Papa. 


“But I still wanted to be there,” Derek says, pulling Stiles back to reality—ugh, baby brain. “I 
should be there for important things. I shouldn’t miss them.” 


He’s so disarmingly earnest that Stiles wants to hug him, so he tightens his grip. “Hey, he will 
move again and you’ll be there. Don’t worry about it.” 


Derek nods not like he’s listening and agreeing, but more like he’s come to a conclusion. And then 
he says something Stiles never expected to hear. “You should move in.” 


Stiles is poleaxed. He’s officially axed like a pole. “What?” 
“Then I can be sure to be there when you need me. I won’t miss anything else important.” 


“Okay...,” Stiles says slowly, buying himself time to think. He licks his lips. “Derek, do you want 
me to move in because you want me to live with you?” 


Derek blinks, clearly surprised. “I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t want you around.” 


“Right, okay.” Stiles could point out that’s not really what Derek said, but, well, he knew Derek 
was emotionally stunted before he started sleeping with him. 


Derek wants him to move in. Not surprising, he guesses. Now that they’re sleeping together, it 
makes sense that Derek would want to make their relationship more stable and for them to be living 
together so they can raise little Jesus together. Sitles... Stiles really likes this idea. He wants this. 
He wants to move in so he can have lazy days and sexy nights with Derek until the baby is born. 
And when the baby arrives, they can go without sleep together, curl up in exhausted piles at night, 
and watch their baby grow. Together. 


“Yes,” he says, then quickly adds before Derek gets too excited, “But not yet.” 
Derek’s brow furrows and his lip starts to edge out. “Why not?” 


“Look, my dad was supposed to get me for one last summer, and now he sort of thinks he’s going 
to have not only me but also a grandkid underfoot for another year. I need to give him time to 
adjust to the idea of my moving again. Also....” Carefully, Stiles considers how to say this next 
part. “Dude, we’ve only been doing the sex for like three weeks. By anyone’s standards, moving in 
together now is fast.” Or not so carefully after all. 


“We ve known each other for years,” Derek points out unhappily. 


Stiles smiles. “I know, and there was a lot of shouting and angst during the first part of it, so how 
about we give ourselves a few weeks to get used to being in a relationship.” 


“Relationship?” Derek looks surprised. 


Stiles rolls his eyes. “Yes, slow wolf, a relationship. Two people interacting in and out of the 
bedroom. That’s what we have.” Then, feeling suddenly unsure, he adds, “Right?” 


Derek puts on a stubborn, brave face and answers without hesitation, “Yes.” 


Well. Okay, then. Stiles exhales quickly and leans his forehead against Derek’s. “So now that 


we’ ve got that sorted out—” And he’s just about to suggest they have celebratory moving-in- 
together sex when Jesus does the thing. 


Derek looks down. “Did he just...?” 
Stiles pats his stomach. “You have no idea how weird that is. Can you hear it?” 


Derek nods, still focused on the bump. With one hand, he rubs a soft caress a few inches to the left 
of Stiles’s belly button. “About here, right?” 


“Yeah. Man, my dad will be jealous. He can’t wait to get to feel this kid moving around.” 


For a second, Derek’s face falls again. He must really feel bad that he missed baby’s first Alien 
impression, so Stiles shuffles his feet until one of them nudges Derek’s. “Come on, I told Dad I’m 
staying over, and there’s a marathon of Prison Break tonight. If I let you make me popcorn and rub 
my tummy, will you feel better?” 


x 


A month later, Stiles’s dad drops off the last box and looks ruefully at his watch. Stiles knows he 
doesn’t have to go yet, not really. His shift doesn’t start for an hour, and he’s already wearing his 
uniform. But he knows his dad pretty well, and he can feel the tension in the air, and he sort of 
feels like he’s making a terrible mistake. He and his dad both need some space. 


“I should probably get going,” his dad says, mustering a pathetic half smile that probably doesn’t 
even fool Derek. 


“Of course, yeah,” Stiles agrees. With some effort, he even manages to keep his voice light. “Go 
protect Beacon Hills from God knows what. Personally, I think I’m going to take a nap.” Or maybe 
he’ll make Derek rub his feet, because they’re starting to swell and they fucking hurt after moving 
a lot of shit, but he’s not going to tell his dad that. 


His dad reaches out and brushes his hand through Stiles’s hair. “T d better see you around, kid. I 
love you.” 


Stiles blames the hormones for the way his throat wants to clog up. “Love you too, Dad.” 


Once the door is closed, Derek appears from the kitchen, hooks his chin over Stiles’s shoulder, and 
draws Stiles back against his chest, both hands low on Stiles’s stomach. It’s definitely more than a 
bump now, and Derek Jr.’s favorite new pastime is trying to kick his papa through Stiles’s skin. He 
won’t kick for anyone else. 


Stiles relaxes into the touch, though his eyes still sting a little. 
“Come on,” Derek murmurs. “TIl rub your feet.” 
Stiles knew moving in with Derek was the right decision. 


He’s half-asleep with his feet in Derek’s lap when his Facetime rings. Stiles knuckles goop from 
the corners of his eyes and answers the phone. “Hey, Scotty.” 


“Stiles!” Scott appears, grinning widely, in his little shoebox dorm room with posters of his 
favorite movies—he still hasn’t seen Star Wars—all over the walls. “You will never guess what 
just—” He stops, his forehead wrinkling in apparent confusion. “What’s with all the boxes? Are 
you at Derek’s?” 


“Haven’t unpacked yet,” Stiles says around a yawn. “Say hi to Derek.” He swaps the phone’s 
cameras so it shows Derek, Stiles’s feet, and the top of his stomach. “And Derek Jr., I guess.” 


“You’re not calling it that,” Derek and Scott say at the same time, and Stiles only barely manages 
to keep from laughing as he switches cameras again. 


“Baby Stilinski-Hale, then,” Stiles says, rolling his eyes. “Anyway—” 


Scott doesn’t let him finish. “And what do you mean, you haven’t unpacked yet? Stiles, did you— 
did you move in with Derek? Did your dad kick you out or something?” 


And oh. 


Here’s the thing. When all his friends moved away in the middle of August, Stiles might have had 
a little meltdown. Nothing, big, but, well. He was alone, and all his friends were moving on with 
their lives, and sure, he had Derek, but a significant other is not all Stiles wants out of life. So Stiles 
hasn’t really talked to Scott much in the past month, because he was moping. 


“No, man,” he says, hoping the words sound as smooth to Scott’s ears as they do to his own, even 
though his heart is racing. “We’re dating. Shit, we’re having a kid together. And I’m here all the 
time anyway. It just made sense.” 


And nope, apparently that’s not going to fly after all. “What!” Scott says. “Dating? Stiles!” 
“You do realize I can hear you,” Derek mutters. 


Stiles prods him with a toe. “What? Dude, did you think I was just going to fuck around with my 
kid’s other father? That would be kind of awkward.” 


Scott has the best grossed-out expression. It makes him look constipated. “So there’s like... 
feelings?” 


Stiles bites his lip trying not to laugh, but then he looks around the phone and sees Derek staring 
determinedly at the floor. He looks super uncomfortable. “Yeah, Scott,” Stiles says. He can’t reach 
Derek’s hand in this position, so he rubs his foot along the top of Derek’s thigh and hopes that gets 
his message across. 


Because he and Derek don’t talk about feelings, even though Stiles definitely has them. Even if he 
hasn’t yet put a word to what exactly those feelings are. 


“You got a problem with that?” 
Scott backpedals. “What? No, dude. As long as you’re happy and he treats you well, okay?” 


Stiles looks to his right, where, on the table in front of him, there’s a half-empty bowl of popcorn 
and the remains of a fruit smoothie Derek insisted he drink with it. Then he looks directly in front 
of him, and there’s Derek himself with Stiles’s freshly massaged feet in his lap. And if he looks 
over to his left, he can see the door to the nursery, which Derek put together by himself as a 
surprise. He swallows. “That’s not going to be a problem.” 


“Good,” says Scott in his “I’m the alpha” voice, the one Stiles has always thought sounds exactly 
like his “I’m taller” voice from when they were kids. (The day Stiles realized he was taller was a 
glorious day indeed, though Scott still insists he lost the only advantage he had since Stiles will 
always be older.) Stiles loves this idiot, though. He makes a mental note to be better about keeping 
in touch. 


“So, anyway, you’ ll never believe what happened today!” 


x 


A few days later, Stiles goes to see Deaton, who does another ultrasound. Derek’s not with him 
because he started training to become a deputy a few days ago. He really took to police work, and 
it didn’t take Stiles’s dad long to “accidentally” leave the admission paperwork at the loft. Stiles is 
kind of ridiculously proud of Derek for finally finding something he can excel at. 


Happily everything is still going well. Unhappily, Deaton taunts Stiles with his knowledge of the 
baby’s sex. Derek is weirdly intense in his desire to not know if it’s a boy or a girl, so Stiles agreed 
to keep him in the dark. And since Stiles can’t keep a secret to save his life (at least not from his 
werewolf lie-detector boyfriend), he told Deaton not to tell him either. 


As per usual, Deaton enjoys having a secret to lord over others. 


If there were other medical professionals with private clinics Stiles could go to for this.... But there 
aren’t. 


Stiles gets his frustrations out by unpacking. Or trying to. The thing is, Derek might have sacrificed 
room in his closet for Stiles’s clothes, but he doesn’t exactly have a lot of storage space or shelves, 
and Stiles has a lot of stuff. Like his movies and books still in their boxes, or his Xbox and 
PlayStation with all his games, none of which he can play anyway since they don’t have a TV. His 
laptop has a new home on Derek’s desk-table thing in the middle of the room—Stiles and his 
computer are bros, okay, and they get a lot of use out of it since they don’t have a TV—but his 
printer is still boxed up since he doesn’t need it right now, and where would he put it? There also 
isn’t anywhere to stick the few knickknacks he brought or his pictures (Stiles could never leave the 
framed photo of his mom behind). 


So really he only winds up more frustrated. Stiles wants to ask Derek about having room for his 
things, about buying furniture, but he shouldn’t have to, should he? Stiles’s moving boxes are just 
sitting the middle of the loft, unopened. It’s pretty obvious he needs a bookshelf at least, though a 
TV wouldn’t go amiss either. 


He gets all his clothes hung up and folded away, at least. Then he pulls out The Avengers and 
passes the afternoon in a haze. 


Derek gets home from consulting on a case after his classroom hours to find Stiles working on 
some problem sets for one of his online courses. Stiles realized pretty quickly that he’d go crazy if 
had nothing to do for four months, so he decided to get some of his first-year reqs out of the way. 
Limited by the need for online courses, Stiles picked a basic math and composition. 


They’re not exactly tough—he took AP math and English last year—but they keep him busy and 
stop him from going insane with boredom. 


Derek comes bearing takeout from the diner on Sheppard Street: burgers and fries with milkshakes. 
Stiles will probably have to pay for this with a massive bowl of fresh fruit for dessert, but he’s 
willing. 


Derek puts the takeout on the table. Stiles catches him staring at the still-packed boxes by the wall, 
his brow furrowed, but he doesn’t say anything. He just goes to the kitchen to grab plates and 
napkins. No matter how Stiles argues, he can’t convince Derek that takeout burgers don’t need 
plates. 


Derek’s pretty quiet over dinner, but once the trash is tossed away, he crowds in close and kisses 
Stiles with intent. Stiles knows this kiss: Derek is horny and wants to warm him up. Stiles is still in 
a constant state of want, so he leans in and asks for more. 


One thing about them: the sex is always hot like burning. Derek might be clueless about some 
things, but he knows exactly how to make Stiles desperate. 


Once, Stiles thought the bed in the middle of the living room was ridiculous. Now that he regularly 
benefits from having Derek flip him from the table to the bed in one move so he can sex him up 
pronto, Stiles considers Derek’s interior decorating to be brilliant. 


Even if he doesn’t have bookshelves. 


Predictably, Stiles forgets all about unpacking in the lazy haze of orgasm. But before he can drift 
off to sleep, Jesus knees him in the spleen. 


“Noooo,” Stiles moans, turning his head to bury his face in the pillow. “Are you kidding me right 
now?” 


Derek chuckles and runs a hand down the sweaty skin of Stiles’s stomach. The baby’s kicks—or 
punches; it’s hard to tell—follow the path of his hand. “I think we got her all excited.” 


“Well, get her unexcited,” Stiles grumbles. His eyelids are so heavy. He’s happy and sated and he’s 
had a long day of unpacking. He just wants to sleep. But that’s not going to happen with his ride- 
along playing patty-cake with his organs. 


Derek looks at him with fond exasperation. “What do you want me to do? Order her to cut it out? I 
don’t think babies work like that.” 


“Maybe babies don’t,” Stiles says, “but it works on Cora and Isaac. Maybe it'll work on a 
werewolf baby.” 


“If you think I legitimately have any control over either of those two, you have baby brain worse 
than I thought.” Derek rubs his hand through Stiles’s hair just as Jesus gives Stiles a particularly 
vicious kick to the liver. “But I'll give it a shot.” 


Now Stiles wishes he weren’t so damn tired, because this is probably going to be ridiculous. 
He’s right. 


Derek scoots down the bed to assume his usual belly-worship position. Then he looks up at Stiles 
with a sort of lost expression. “What should I say?” 
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“How about ‘stop trying to punch through the placenta,’” Stiles suggests. 
“T don’t think he knows what a placenta is yet.” 


Smartass. Stiles flicks his ear. “Come on. Try something.” 


At which point Derek presses his open mouth to the skin of Stiles’s stomach and blows a huge 
raspberry. 


Both Stiles and Derek Jr. are stunned into stillness. “Oh my God, Derek, really?” 


Derek makes a face at him. “Well, it worked, didn’t it?” 


And... huh, okay, that’s— 
“Oof,” Stiles says. “I think that’s a categorical no.” 


Sighing, Derek turns back to his task, smoothing his hand down Stiles’s skin again. It’s like he 
can’t help himself; he has to be touching it if at all possible. 


To be honest, Stiles doesn’t know what he expected. Derek’s never spoken to the bump before, at 
least not while Stiles was awake to witness it. But when he opens his mouth and says, “Hi, baby,” 
Stiles’s heart breaks into about a million pieces. 


He’s never heard anyone, let alone Derek, sound that tender. 


The gymnastics competition inside Stiles slows perceptibly. Maybe Derek’s a little magical after 
all. “Keep going,” Stiles says. Derek doesn’t call him out on the hoarseness in his voice. 


“T know if you’re anything like Stiles, you’re probably bored in there,” Derek goes on, tracing 
featherlight patterns over the stretched skin beneath Stiles’s navel, “but I’m going to have to ask 
you not to make too much of a mess in there. I’m kind of fond of your host, and he doesn’t have the 
werewolf health advantage.” 


“Not fair,” Stiles murmurs, a little mesmerized. “You’ve almost died way more times than I have.” 


Derek shushes him. “Anyway, you’re going to have to get used to having human family members. 
And Stiles is devoting a lot of energy to growing you, so the least you could do is let him sleep.” 


The kid must really like the sound of Derek’s voice, because he’s stopped moving almost 
completely. “Keep going,” Stiles whispers. 


But the kid isn’t the only one who finds Derek’s voice soothing. Before Stiles knows it, he’s fast 
asleep. 


* 


Only when he wakes up the next day and Derek’s gone—with a note that says he’s at work tacked 
to the fridge—the whole thing starts over again. The boxes taunt him. The bare walls taunt him. 
The lack of curtains taunts him, which, okay, a couple months ago getting fucked in front of the 
huge window was sexy, but that would be totally weird now. Because Stiles looks totally weird 
now. He has the body of an eighteen-year-old boy... with the body of a six-months-along fetus 
stuck inside it. 


He should probably just be happy he hasn’t grown boobs. 


As he usually does when he leaves before Stiles gets up, Derek has left him breakfast: high-fiber 
cereal with sliced fruit, a glass of orange juice, milk, yogurt. Stiles has a moment of affinity for his 
father’s plight. 


Stiles eats his breakfast, does his yoga (because Scott will call and hound him about it), showers, 
and then sits down to do homework. But before he can get to his assignment on punctuation 
(seriously, punctuation, ugh), Stiles checks his e-mail. Somehow answering the pack messages 
turns into screwing around on Tumblr. Which ends in Stiles looking at interior design blogs and 
furniture websites. 


Stiles has never cared about such things—he’s never once gone through a phase that had him 
researching design or furniture—but somehow his entire morning disappears in the depths of the 


Ikea website. 


He tries to correct poorly punctuated sentences after lunch, but his attention wanders again (ADHD 
and baby brain—it’s the devil’s work), and Stiles looks up feng shui. He tries the Wikipedia article 
but gives up a few lines in. He asks Google how to feng shui an apartment, and apparently he needs 
a map of something to put over the floor plan so he can figure out the different energies of each 
area of the loft. Stiles can’t be bothered to figure it out, so he looks at pictures of designer lofts 
instead. 


When Derek gets home, Stiles hasn’t finished his homework, but he does have ideas for 
redecorating. 


It’s the beginning of Stiles’s newest obsession. While Derek is away, Stiles spends all his time 
looking for inspiration. 


A few days later, while trying not to stare at his boxes, Stiles notices the windows are dirty. He 
looks up how to clean them online (there’s no Windex in the house) and then tackles all the glass 
in the loft with newspaper and vinegar. 


After the glass, Stiles cleans the bathroom, the kitchen top to bottom, inside the fridge and the 
oven, then under and behind them. He tackles the baseboards, dusts under the bed and sofa. He 
finds a stepladder and uses a broom to get the cobwebs from the ceilings. A week later finds him 
on his hands and knees cleaning the grout in the kitchen. 


Derek gets back that night and stops to stare at Stiles from the kitchen doorway. Derek has come 
home to his progressively cleaner loft for the past several days without saying anything. He mostly 
just sniffs obviously when he gets home, looks around to see what Stiles has taken his cleaning 
supplies to this time, and says nothing about it. Stiles can’t tell if Derek isn’t grateful or if he thinks 
Stiles doesn’t want to talk about it. 


It’s frustrating. Derek is away all day working to become a deputy and Stiles is stuck at home. 
Derek doesn’t say thank you for his clean house and won’t even offer Stiles a freaking bookshelf. 
Did he even want Stiles here to begin with? Or did he just want to be near the baby? Maybe 
moving in was a bad idea. 


“What are you doing?” 


“Cleaning,” Stiles huffs. “A concept you might not be familiar with in person but which you 
should recognize after my recent purging of the loft.” 


Derek furrows his brow, but he doesn’t rise to the bait. “What are you cleaning, though?” 


“The grout. It’s something that people do to make a house clean. You know we’re having a baby, 
right? Clean floors are important when you have a baby.” 


“The baby won’t be here for another three months, and it’ll be at least six before we have to worry 
about it crawling around on the kitchen floor.” 


“Well, it’s not like I have anything else to do these days.” Stiles stands and groans. God, his back. 
He presses his hands to it and stretches. 


Derek moves toward him—Stiles is totally going to get a back rub—but then stops halfway there. 
“Did you move the couch?” 


“What? Oh, hm. Yeah.” After moving the couch to dust under it and then putting it back it a few 


days ago, Stiles was bothered by its placement, so he moved it to sit under the windows. 

“Why?” Derek looks really confused. 

“Because I like it there,” Stiles says, starting to feel miffed. He’d been pleased by his design idea. 
“Okay, but—” 

“But what? So I got bored and moved the couch, what’s the big deal?” 


“Nothing,” Derek says, annoyance creeping into his tone. “You know, if you’re looking for 
something to do, why don’t you unpack your boxes?” He glares at the offending items. 


“T m sorry, are they annoying you where they are?” Resentment fills his voice. “I’m so sorry to be 
a bother.” 


Derek lets out a frustrated sigh. “I just wondered why you didn’t use your boredom more 
productively—” 


“Like cleaning?” 


“Why are we arguing?” Derek sounds annoyed but looks confused. Stiles isn’t feeling very 
forgiving right now, so he ignores that. 


“Because you came home and decided to be a dick?” 
“What? I just asked about the couch and the boxes—” 


“Yeah, my boxes of my stuff! My books and DVDs and pictures. Guess what, Derek, your loft? 
Doesn’t have anywhere for me to put it! Most of that stuff typically goes on bookshelves! But for a 
man with a book collection, you don’t really have anywhere to keep them!” He waves his hands to 
make his point. Derek stays silent, watching him. Stiles huffs. “Why did I even move in here in the 
first place?” he says in an undertone, turning away. 


He knows it’s a dick move even before he hears the sound Derek makes, a quick, bitten-off note 
that physically hurts something inside him. But he’s so mad, and he’s not going to apologize for 
Derek being an asshole. He’s just not. 


“If you want,” Derek says, and then he pauses and Stiles isn’t thinking about what that means. He 
starts over. “You don’t have to stay if you don’t want to. I only asked you because I thought....” 


Because I thought it would be easier with the baby, Stiles hears. He clenches his hands into fists. 
Fuck, he’s not going to cry, pregnancy hormones or not. His heart beats unsteadily and Baby Derek 
steps on his bladder in retaliation. 


“If you don’t...,” Derek starts. Stiles grinds his teeth together to brace himself. “If you don’t want 
to be a part of his life anymore, I’d understand.” 


Oh God. Oh God, Stiles can’t do that. He can’t lose the kid and Derek too. Suddenly his chest goes 
tight and oh fuck. Oh no, no, he can’t do this now. He can’t have a panic attack without the 
protection spell. He can’t— 


“Stiles!” Derek catches him before he hits the floor. 


He can only barely breathe and his body won’t stop shaking, and everything hurts and he wants to 
curl up in a hole until the world stops turning. 


Instead he gets Derek’s baby-whispering voice in his ear saying sweet things Stiles has no hope of 
decoding right now. The panic fades, but that just leaves the hurt, leaves Stiles collapsed in the 
fetal position on the bed with Derek behind him, so miserable Stiles can feel that too. 


“Its okay,” Derek says, “we’ll be okay,” and for a minute the terrible pressure in Stiles’s chest 
eases. 


Then he realizes Derek’s talking to the baby. He takes a shaky breath. 


“Hey,” Derek says, obviously recognizing the cue. Even the tone of his voice seems to pull away. 
“Are you... do you want me to leave you alone?” 


And Stiles is just tired of playing things close to the chest. This is his actual goddamn life and his 
actual feelings. This is not kids playing house. And if Derek doesn’t recognize that, well, better he 
find out now than three months from now. “Derek, if you don’t know by now that’s the last thing I 
want, I have been doing this wrong.” 


Derek freezes. 


Stiles sits up. “Look. I’m an eighteen-year-old pregnant guy, okay? I have stretch marks, my feet 
are swollen, I have to pee literally every ten minutes. I have body parts and hormones I never 
expected to have to deal with. I’m off my medication. I am lost. m stuck in your apartment all day 
because I’m a pregnant guy and that’s kind of difficult to explain. You are the only thing keeping 
me halfway sane right now, but I’m getting some mixed signals here.” 


He watches Derek’s Adam’s apple bob as he swallows. “Mixed signals?” 


“Yes!” Stiles says explosively. “Yes, Derek, okay? Because you asked me to move in, but—why? 
Because we’ ll have a kid and it'll be convenient for custody reasons? Because you like having me 
around? Because you feel like you need to look after me, some kind of werewolf thing? I don’t 
know. But I do know that I’m the one who made room for my stuff in your closet. I’m the one who 
doesn’t have a place to unpack his life. And I can’t tell if you don’t care about that or if it just 
hasn’t occurred to you to make room for me because you’ re just that self-absorbed!” 


Derek wipes a hand across his face. “Stiles... ’m sorry.” 
A crazed-sounding laugh escapes before Stiles can stop it. “For what?” 


“For being really, really terrible at this,” he says to the duvet cover. “I’m... I should have asked if 
there was anything you needed, but I didn’t. Because you’ ve never been shy about telling me what 
you want before.” 


Stiles opens his mouth to protest, but then he realizes Derek’s right. Usually Stiles has a thought 
and it comes right out his mouth in the next breath. But, well, he started to hold things back, and 
that got to be a habit. “Okay,” he says. 


“So do you need anything?” Derek prompts. 


Yes, Stiles thinks, but he doesn’t mean bookshelves and a TV. He wets his lips. “That really 
depends on what happens next.” 


Derek laces their fingers together. 


“I kind of need you to say you love me back,” Stiles says, his heart in his throat. “And if you can’t 
do that, I need you to let me go.” 
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For the space of a heartbeat, the silence threatens to deafen him. 


Then Derek stutters out, “I... you... me?” His expression goes terribly vulnerable, and Stiles’s 
heart thunders at the sight of it. Derek clutches his hand convulsively. “I do,” he says, and his 
voice is rough and wet and Stiles can hardly bear to look at him but he can’t look away. “I love 
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you. 

Stiles can breathe again. He gasps and gives a shaky nod. “Okay. Okay, that’s good.” 
“More than—no one else even compares. It’s just you. Okay?” 

Wow. Stiles wasn’t expecting that. “Okay.” 


Derek still hasn’t let go of his hand. Apparently he isn’t done talking, though the prolonged eye 
contact seems to have exhausted him, as he closes his eyes for a long minute. “You need to tell me 
stuff. Though I should have asked days ago instead of assuming you just didn’t want to unpack.” 


Stiles wonders how someone who talks as much as he does can have this many miscommunication 
problems. “Well, I do want to be here. I love you,” he says again, because he can. “Kind of a lot.” 


Derek surges forward, bringing their lips crashing together in a desperate kiss. Derek manages to 
get out, “I—believe you.” From anyone else that would be a pretty lame response to J love you. For 
Derek, it’s probably the most romantic thing he could say. 


Stiles laughs and kisses Derek back. They tumble to the sheets together, and before long they’ re 
tangled together and lost in bliss. 
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Things get easier after that. Over breakfast the following morning, Derek hands over a credit card 
and tells Stiles to max it out if he wants to. When Derek tells him the limit, he chokes on his 
granola. 


“Order whatever furniture you want and anything else you think the loft needs. I’m not much for 
decorating, obviously.” 


“You’re trusting me when your credit card with its crazy high limit? I could use this to buy... 
anything.” 


“That’s kind of the point,” Derek says. 
“What if I bought, like, comic books or sex toys?” 
“Then you’d be well entertained.” 


Stiles sticks his tongue out. “So would you. I’m not the only one who’d be... reading those comic 
books.” 


“Sure you would. I’d be too busying using the sex toys,” Derek says mildly. “Stiles, you said you 
wanted a bookshelf, so buy one, have it delivered. Buy a TV for your Xbox and any other furniture 
you want. Buy art for the walls if you want to. This is your home too.” 


Stiles chews on his lip. He gets where Derek is going with this. Still, there is a lot of money on that 
card. 


“Stiles, I can afford to pay off that credit card several times, and I still wouldn’t be poor.” Derek’s 
intense expression softens. “Look, with the extra cash we’ll have coming in when I’m a deputy, 
we’re not going to have to worry about money. You know that, right?” 


So Stiles and the Internet go shopping. He buys two bookshelves, a sixty-inch TV, and a shelving 
unit to store it on. Then, because he still hasn’t come close to the limit, Stiles picks out some rugs, 
a playpen, a Jolly Jumper, a La-Z-Boy recliner, and a proper desk for his computer and printer. He 
stops there because he can’t deal with spending more than that in one day, even if Derek’s credit 
card could take it. 


Derek approves of all the purchases once they arrive, especially the La-Z-Boy, which quickly 
becomes his new favorite spot to relax. It takes him less than forty-eight hours to pull Stiles into 
his lap so he can ride Derek to orgasm and christen the chair. Stiles thanks God or Kane or Fenrir 
or whatever for werewolf strength every day now, because bouncing on Derek’s cock while six 
and a half months pregnant would not be possible without Derek’s strong hands helping him. 


The next few months of the pregnancy are uneventful. Stiles falls into a new routine of yoga and 
homework that’s easier to stick to now that he’s got the loft set up in a way that feels right. 
Apparently nesting is a real thing and Stiles has it. He wonders if the desire was so strong before 
the house was new. Certainly he didn’t feel a strong need to scrub every inch of his father’s house 
or to buy artwork for the walls. 


(Stiles does end up buying two Alex Ross prints for the loft, though: one of Batman the other of 
Superman. Derek loves them and gets them framed and hung on the wall before Stiles can worry 
about them being rejected. He had no idea Derek was so into superheroes.) 


The other reason the next few months are uneventful is Stiles’s sex drive stops with the constant 
horniness. He doesn’t know if that’s because he’s too busy sleeping all the time or if it’s the 
hormones or if his distended abdomen just makes him feel unsexy (which it kind of does, despite 
the look Derek gets sometimes. Derek’s a weirdo like that). It’s fine, really—Stiles did the reading 
and was sort of expecting it eventually, and Derek is the textbook definition of respectful about it. 


Everyone comes home for Thanksgiving break, and Stiles spends four days in a food coma with 
various werewolves and their significant others rubbing his belly like he’s some kind of good-luck 
totem. It’s pretty great. 


Scott makes Stiles do yoga every day he’s home, after kicking everyone else out of the loft so 
Stiles doesn’t feel self-conscious. Scott is seriously the best. On Sunday, when they’re rolling up 
the mats to put them away, he says, “You look happy.” 


Stiles and Scott don’t generally do deep conversations. They don’t generally need to; they’ ve 
always been close enough not to need to discuss things. 


But this is different. This is important. “I am,” Stiles says seriously. “I mean I obviously never 
thought....” He gestures at the loft in general. 


Scott snorts. “Please, we all know you thought about it.” 
Stiles may or may not gape at him. Okay, he does. “What!” 


“Dude. Everyone knew you thought Derek was hot, okay. I didn’t know you wanted to have his 


babies, though.” 


Ugh. Stiles buries his face in his hands. “Just the one, Scott, I promise you. I’m having a one-two 
punch C-section/hysterectomy combo.” Then he looks up. “I didn’t know either. I mean.” He 
shrugs. “The feelings part came after the accidental coparent thing.” 


Scott laughs a little. “Man, sometimes I cannot believe our lives, you know?” He shakes his head. 
“Hey, have you picked out any names yet?” 


And— 


Stiles and Derek have done a lot of planning. They have a nursery, they have talked about getting a 
second apartment in Berkeley when Stiles starts school. They’ ve talked about whether to 
homeschool, for God’s sake. 


Apparently this slipped their minds. 


Or, that’s not exactly true. The subject’s come up a few times. But then they ended up arguing, or 
Stiles got distracted, or Derek got distracted, and that distraction tended to culminate in mutual 
orgasms. 


“Oh my God.” Scott rolls his eyes. “You haven’t even talked about it, have you? You’re going to 
be the parents whose kid goes by Baby Gender-is-a-secret Stilinski for two months while you wait 
for the child to tell you what its name is.” 


“Shut up,” Stiles mutters. “And it'll be Hale.” 
Scott raises his eyebrows. 


“Well it’s not like I’m going to be able to tell people it’s my kid,” Stiles points out. Firstly because 
nobody would believe the sheriff’ s kid knocked anyone up, much as Stiles is known around town 
as a troublemaker, and secondly because nobody would believe he’d ever get custody of the kid 
afterward. Not that Derek’s capable parenthood is that much more believable, but at least he has a 
little cred now that he’s working with the sheriff s department. 


“Well, try not to pop before winter break,” Scott admonishes, giving the baby one last pat. 
Surprisingly, it kicks for him. Usually it only responds to Derek. 


“I have a C-section scheduled for the twenty-seventh,” Stiles says. “You know that.” 
“Sure, because kids always show up when they’re expected,” Scott says. 


Yeah, okay, so Scott was six weeks premature. Stiles isn’t thinking about that, because he doesn’t 
even know what the hell will happen to him if he goes into actual labor. The spellbooks are a little 
spare on details of how the kid is supposed to be delivered. 


“Stop trying to freak me out and get in your car,” Stiles tells him. “There’s a SHJELD marathon on 
tonight.” 


When Derek comes back in from his jog, Stiles is camped out on the bed, propped up on four 
pillows to stay comfortable and fenced in by a small library of books: Cora’s werewolf nursery 
rhymes, Lydia’s baby name guide, and every one of Stiles’s best-loved stories from when he was a 
kid. There has to be a good name in there somewhere. 


“So you’ re finally ready for this part,” Derek mutters, but the acoustics in the loft are pretty 


impressive and Stiles totally hears him. Whatever. He’s not responding to the allegation that he 
was avoiding this. “I’m going to shower and then Pl help.” 


Stiles can hear the shower running when he scoops up the baby name book and a sheet from a 
notebook falls out from between the pages. Brow furrowed, he puts the book aside and picks up 
the sheet. It’s is bisected with a wonky pen line down the middle; the left is labeled “girls” and the 
right “boys.” Unsurprisingly, the first two names in the girl’s list are Laura and Talia. 


Stiles guesses Liam and Eric are probably like Laura and Talia, though he hasn’t heard them 
mentioned before. The rest of the names, though... Stiles recognizes some of them, but he can 
guess for the rest. They’re Polish—all of them, he thinks. Stiles didn’t even know that Derek knew 
Polish names would be a thing. Sure, Stilinski is obviously so, but Dad’s family has been solidly 
American for a few generations. It was Stiles’s maternal grandfather who was a recent immigrant 
from Poland, and that heritage meant a lot to his mom. She would have loved the idea of her 
grandchild having a Polish name. But how did Derek know? 


Stiles is still staring at the list when Derek comes back from his shower, a little damp, dressed in 


jeans and that loose long-sleeved, V-neck tee that’s extra yummy. Derek looks so soft and 
approachable right now. 


“You've been short-listing, I see.” Stiles waves the sheet around and Derek freezes for a second, 
then continues forward to claim a seat on the couch. 


“Just a few names I like.” 
“Names that are deeply personal or Polish,” Stiles clarifies. 
Derek shrugs self-consciously. “I figured you might like to consider some.” 


Stiles grins. “Yes. Yes, I would. But I’m telling you right now Zuzanna and Szymon aren’t 
happening. The man who grew up with the name Derek does not get to object when I veto names 
with z’s in them.” 


“Okay,” Derek agrees. 


“Also, we’re not naming our werewolf kid any form of Jacob. I don’t care if the Polish pronounce 
it YA-kub. We’d never hear the end of it.” 


“I... have no idea what you’re talking about,” Derek admits. 


Stiles freezes. “What? How can you not know about the most popular fictional werewolf of the last 
ten years?” Derek shrugs. “Wow. Did you live under a rock in New York?” 


That makes Derek huff, but Stiles ignores him. He picks up a pen and starts evaluating each name 
one at a time, crossing out the ones that don’t work for him. He starts with the girls’ names and 
takes out all the names with the z’s, because Polish z’s are tough to pronounce. Then he crosses off 
Kamilia and Ilona since they’re a bit awkward. Stiles is willing to go for rare and unusual, but he 
doesn’t want his kid to have his name troubles. Next go a few more that he just dislikes. 


On the boys list, four of the names get canned under the z rule. After some consideration, he 
crosses out the names that start with A, because those initials are just not happening, especially not 
to Derek’s kid. Then he crosses out Micha and Radek, because he associates them too strongly with 
Supernatural and Stargate. 


“We are not naming our kid Damian. Damian is an evil name. It’s what you name bad guys,” Stiles 
says, crossing out one last name. He eyes up his new list. “What do you think?” 


“I picked them all because I like them.” 
“Any preferences?” 


Picking out a name, even when Derek already short-listed so many, turns out to be difficult. As 
much as Stiles likes the idea of a Polish name, once the discussion begins, he can’t not do research 
and add his own selections. Whenever a new thought occurs to him, he takes to calling out names, 
most of which Derek vetoes immediately. 


“Hermione?” 
“No.” 
“Ororo?” 


“No.” 


“Logan?” 

Derek makes a face. “No.” 

“Steve? Tony? Oh, Bruce! Wayne and Banner!” 

“No, no, and definitely not. And no names from monsters.” 

Stiles heaves a put-upon sigh for show. He wasn’t serious about Bruce anyway. “Phil?” 
Derek smiles slyly. “His first name is Agent.” 

That earns him a blow job, but he vetoes Phil anyway. 


It takes them a few weeks, but by mid-December they’ ve finally settled on names: Natalie (not 
Natalia—there were too many As when paired with Erica as a middle name) and Nikolai. 


They also agree that telling anyone else is a bad idea. They’re not sharing their picks with anyone. 
“Except my dad,” Stiles adds. Because he can’t just spring this on him. He can’t. 


Predictably, Dad’s eyes get shiny, and he purses his lips when he nods. “That’s... good. She would 
have loved that.” 


Then he pulls Stiles close and hugs him, and Stiles is really glad that he didn’t wait. No way could 
he have handled this and holding his grandkid for the first time all at once. 


For once in his life, Stiles has an excuse to do all his Christmas shopping online, so he’s done long 
before Derek. He’s a little in love with the fact that he can order things from Amazon already 
wrapped, because somehow he imagines wrapping presents would be difficult in his current 
circumstances. Sometimes he makes Derek tie his shoes. 


Getting the loft decked out for the holiday season keeps him busy for the first week of December. 
After all the trauma they’ ve caused over the past years, he eschews mistletoe and holly. A seasonal 
episode of Supernatural reminds him to avoid meadowsweet too, just in case, so there’s just the 
cedar boughs and the tree he makes Derek buy from the charity set up in the hardware store 
parking lot. He does get a poinsettia too—the Internet tells him they’re not actually poisonous 
anymore, and it looks festive sitting on the side table next to the couch. 


Derek’s last day of deputy training falls on Friday the nineteenth, just shy of a week before 
Christmas and just over a week before the baby’s due. Stiles wanted to do something special to 
celebrate, but considering he’s the size of a small cow at the moment and gets tired walking to the 
kitchen for a glass of water (which he then has to pee out three seconds later), he opted to order 
barbecue ribs from that place on Main Street instead. Derek won’t start working steady part-time 
hours until the middle of February, because after a C-section Stiles isn’t supposed to lift anything 
of significant weight for six weeks, but the time they have to themselves as a couple is coming to 
an end. 


Stiles can’t decide if he’s excited or terrified. 


When the door opens, he’s sacked out on the couch reading Derek’s copy of Emma, the television 
tuned to the fireplace channel. Until five minutes ago he was snuggled up under a blanket, because 
they’re having something of a cold snap and that window is not well insulated, but his body’s 
having a hell of a time regulating its temperature, and he got too hot. 


Stiles hears Derek drop his keys in the bowl on the table by the door, then kick off his shoes before 
making his way to the couch to press a kiss on the top of Stiles’s head. 


Stiles puts the book down. “Hey.” 
“Hey.” Derek coaxes him up off the couch far enough to get a real kiss. “You made dinner?” 


Stiles snorts and pushes him back so he can rotate his way toward standing. “Your nose knows 
better than that. But I did procure dinner.” He smiles. “Happy end-of-deputy-training.” 


Derek kisses him again, soft and sweet, and then helps him out of the black hole that is the couch. 
“Thanks.” He’s oddly sheepish about it but obviously pleased at the same time; the back of his 
neck goes a pretty red that contrasts nicely with the thin green sweater he’s wearing. (Lydia helped 
Stiles pick it out for Derek’s birthday last month. So far Derek’s gotten laid 67 percent of the days 
he’s worn it. If Stiles doesn’t fall asleep right after dinner, that might go up to 75.) 


They eat ribs and coleslaw in front of the TV, and then Stiles eats his requisite bowl of healthy 
stuff without complaining. As a reward, Derek pulls him back between his legs and shoves his 
hand down the front of Stiles’s pants. He jerks Stiles off slow and firm, pressing hot, wet 
openmouthed kisses to Stiles’s ears, neck, shoulders. When he finally lets Stiles come, Stiles has 
tears in his eyes from being on edge so long. 


Stiles has just enough energy left over for a sloppy blow job before Derek puts them both to bed. 


x 


The actual week of Christmas is kind of insane. For one thing, for two people with very little actual 
family, Stiles and Derek have a lot of family events to attend. 


First there’s a pack Christmas on the twenty-second, the first day everyone’s been home from 
college long enough to make it to dinner. Stiles wanted to have it at the loft, but between the beach 
ball in Stiles’s stomach and the fact that he can’t keep his eyes open for more than two hours at a 
time, Derek nixed that idea. Instead, everyone heads over to Mrs. McCall’s place. It’s just pizza, 
eggnog, cocktails, and finger foods—nothing fancy—but it’s nice to have everyone together again, 
even if Jackson does compare Stiles to a whale. It’s nothing Stiles hasn’t said himself in the past 
two months. The highlight of the evening comes when Stiles’s dad and Scott’s mom get caught 
under the mistletoe (apparently Mrs. McCall didn’t get the memo re: plants to avoid) and have to 
kiss in front of everyone. 


Actually, it’s a little scarring—Stiles and Scott exchange glances of mutual horror—but whatever. 
It’s Christmas. 


Stiles and Derek come away from the evening with more baby paraphernalia than they know what 
to do with, but that’s probably a good thing, since everyone sort of forgot about a baby shower. 


On the twenty-third, Stiles, Derek, and Cora have a slightly weird celebration with Stiles’s dad. It’s 
the first real integrating of the families, and Stiles finds it sort of exhausting, though it doesn’t go 
badly. Cora and his father seem to get along, and she even fixes the leaky faucet in the bathroom 
while she’s there. Stiles counts it as a win. 


The twenty-fourth, though. The twenty-fourth Stiles legitimately has to leave the house, and they 
have to go early. Lots of people visit the cemetery on the twenty-fourth, and Stiles still needs to 
avoid being seen. 


The sun is just rising, and Stiles is exhausted as they walk slowly to the grave, Derek’s arm around 


his waist. 


Stiles has his usual bunch of snowdrops for her stone. They were her favorite flowers. She loved 
them especially in the wintertime, since California Decembers never gave her real snow. Stiles 
started the tradition of bringing her flowers on Christmas Eve when he was thirteen and his dad 
volunteered to work since Stiles was old enough to stay home alone. Ever since, he’s always 
worked the twenty-fourth so he could get Christmas Day off. Stiles has always been okay with that 
since it let him develop a ritual with his mom. 


Even with the extra twenty pounds, Stiles still gets down on his knees. Derek doesn’t say anything 
while Stiles talks to her. He doesn’t say much, but it feels good to tell her about Derek and 
Natalie/Nikolai. He rubs his belly as he does, and Nat-Nicky kicks him few times in response. 


When he’s done and Derek has hoisted him off the ground, Stiles suggests they visit his family. 
Derek doesn’t answer, just walks Stiles to another end of the yard. There aren’t individual markers, 
just the one large stone that says “Hale” at the top. Below is a list of eleven names, Eric and Liam 
among them. The monument is beautiful. Derek doesn’t talk about Laura much, but sometimes he 
drops tidbits of information about her. Stiles feels like he can see bits of her in the design of the 
stone, in the simplicity of the text and the crescent moon carved underneath the family name. 


Derek doesn’t say anything, but they stand there in silence for several minutes. Stiles puts his hand 
in Derek’s. Then, when Derek’s done with his silent contemplation, he pulls Stiles away. 


The day belongs to them, since Stiles’s dad is working, everyone else has family commitments, 
and Cora insists Christmas Day with them is enough. Cora loves her brother, but both of them 
struggle with relating to each other and doing family time. 


They go back to the loft and change back into their pajamas and spend a lazy day. It’s almost 
perfect except for bad cramps he gets after noon. Stiles started experiencing the joys of Braxton 
Hicks about a month ago. It kind of boggles his mind that he can have fake contractions, so he tries 
not to think too much about it. Instead, he makes Derek rub his stomach. 


They watch a mishmash of holiday specials. Stiles picks Community and Buffy to start. Then Derek 
suggests they watch The Snowman like he did as a kid. The marathon just gets better after that with 
The Simpsons and 30 Rock (by mutual agreement), Doctor Who (Stiles), and Batman (Derek’s last 
pick). 


As akid, Stiles had an embarrassing crush on Batman, especially when Kevin Conroy was doing 
the voice. Curled up with Derek on the couch after being abstinent for a week, Stiles finds his 
thing for that voice coming back in a rush. 


“You know, this is probably one of our last opportunities to have sex before the baby arrives.” 
“You’re turning my head,” Derek says back, sassy. 

“Psh, I already wooed you weeks ago. Now I’m just asking to fool around. Come on. Sex me up.” 
Derek rolls his eyes, but Stiles is still going to get lucky. He can tell. 


Derek pulls him to the bed, where he fingers Stiles open and then helps Stiles ease down onto his 
erection. They haven’t had sex like this in weeks, Stiles being the size that he is. He’s having 
trouble now, can’t really lift himself easily. He does a lot of grinding, not really lifting his hips so 
much as circling them. Derek runs his hands all over his body, rubbing the belly and then wrapping 
his hand around Stiles’s hard-on. 


“So good,” Stiles babbles, “you feel so good. Fuck, I love your penis.” 


“And they say romance is dead,” Derek says, voice dry. But he jerks his hips up a little, so it’s not 
like he’s not enjoying himself. 


Stiles tosses his head back, his eyes screwed shut. He’s so close. 
“Fuck,” Derek gasps out. “Stiles. Stiles.” 

“Derek,” Stiles moans back. 

“Stiles, no, stop.” Derek sounds freaked out. 


Stiles stops because some words are like cold water in bed, and blinks his eyes open. Derek looks 
freaked out too. It’s about then that he notices that things are really wet. Wetter than they were only 
a minute ago. “What?” 


“Stiles, IL” Derek looks a little queasy. “I think your water just broke.” 


“What? No, that’s not possible. I’m getting a C-section.” Also, in the past weeks, Stiles has not 
spontaneously grown a vagina. How the hell would his water break? That doesn’t even make 
sense. 


Except—except there is definitely some excess wetness going on. And it seems to be coming from 
—and Derek didn’t come, Stiles knows that, he has a mental catalogue of Derek’s orgasms and 
he’s never missed one. Stiles would know. 


Stiles’s hard-on dies an ignoble death as panic wells up inside him. 


“Oh God. What do I do?” Derek says. He looks like someone just hit him with a freight train. 
Carefully, he puts his hands on Stiles’s hips and lifts him off his dick and—normally shows of 
strength like that are sexy, but right now Stiles is stuck on what the fuck. 


“Are you serious right now?” Stiles says incredulously. “I’m bleeding out the ass and you’re going 
to panic? Fuck that!” He rolls himself to a sitting position and the stomach cramps from earlier 
return with a vengeance. Also, the wetness coming from his ass is horrifying and disturbing. “You 
handled the kanima better than this!” 


Derek continues to look completely overwhelmed by life in general. Oh God, this kid has literally 
no chance. Between Stiles’s spastic ADHD and Derek’s lack of ability to do anything at all ever, it 
is doomed. “Get the phone!” Stiles says. “Call Deaton. Call him eighteen times if you have to. If 
you can’t get him, call Scott. Call Mrs. McCall. Then get the car and get me to the clinic.” 


Nodding, Derek throws his legs over the side of the bed, looking relieved. 
“And Derek?” 
He turns back. 


Stiles swallows down his rising hysteria. “If I somehow have to deliver an ass baby, we are never 
having sex again ever. Is that clear?” 


Sometimes all Derek needs is the right motivation. 


Another cramp—contraction—tocks Stiles’s body and he leans back into the pillows to ride it out. 
Jesus. How is this his life? 


If the past two years of his life had been different, Stiles might be nervous that his crack medical 
team consists of a veterinarian, a nurse, and her son the former veterinary assistant. 


Okay, so he’s still nervous. 


“Do I seriously have to be conscious for this?” he asks no one in particular, feeling queasy as Derek 
helps him lift his shirt off. 


“Come on, dude,” Scott says comfortingly, or as comfortingly as he can when he’s sterilizing 
things that will be used to cut into Stiles’s tender human flesh. “You don’t want to miss your own 
kid’s birth.” 


“I think I kind of do, actually.” Oh God, he’s going to throw up. Derek takes his hand. “I mean—” 


“Tt’s safer if you’re awake,” Mrs. McCall tells him as she takes an electric razor to the hair on his 
abdomen, because Stiles absolutely needed to feel more emasculated than ever today. “Besides, we 
don’t have the equipment to intubate.” 


Well, that’s the opposite of comforting. 


“Stiles. Everything is going to be fine,” Derek says firmly. Apparently he regained use of his brain 
sometime in the past twenty minutes. “Relax.” 


“Easy for you to say, superhealing werewolf who is not about to be sliced open like a freshly 
deceased tauntaun.” 


Scott effectively prevents any comebacks by breaking in. “We need to get ready. Derek, if you’re 
going to stay, you need to scrub up.” 


Derek looks at Stiles, obviously unsure. 
Stiles looks back. “Stay.” God, he needs Derek to stay. He does not want to do this alone. 
Derek bends down and presses a kiss to Stiles’s forehead. “TIl be right back.” 


“So tell me the truth, Doc,” Stiles says a little hysterically as Scott’s mom wipes something cold 
over the skin of his stomach. “Is this the weirdest thing you’ ve ever done or what?” 


Deaton doesn’t even look over from where he’s washing his hands up to his elbows. Stiles really 
hopes his elbows don’t actually have to be clean for this. “I could tell you stories, but that would 
violate doctor-patient privilege.” 


Stiles would point out that most of Deaton’s patients have four legs most of the time, if not all of 
the time, but the door opens again and Derek comes back in wearing the ugliest pastel-yellow 
sterile scrubs Stiles has ever seen. Stiles has seen Derek near death more times than he cares to 
count, has seen him impaled and injured and poisoned and covered in blood (his own or someone 
else’s). Until now he’d thought Derek was simply constitutionally incapable of looking less than 
mouthwatering, but Stiles clearly underestimated the negative sex appeal of sterile scrubs. 


“You’re not so hot right now,” Stiles says in his best Zoolanderimpression. 
Derek, because he’s a huge dork, just rolls his eyes and then flashes Stiles a quick Blue Steel. 


“You did that with your back to them on purpose!” Stiles moans, because he knows Derek is shy 


about his goofier side. Not that Stiles minds—he kind of likes having it to himself. 


“All right, Stiles,” Deaton says. Stiles turns to focus on him and notices that he can no longer see 
his belly—they’ ve put the curtain up between him and Derek Jr. “I’m going to go ahead and give 
you the local.” 


“And I’m not going to feel anything, right?” Stiles knows this, but he wants Deaton to tell him 
again. 


“Not a thing,” he reassures him. Then, much to Stiles’s surprise, he adds, “Why don’t you hold 
Derek’s hand. That’s what he’s here for.” 


Stiles holds on tight. Derek squeezes back and smiles. 
Mrs. McCall shows up again holding a stool, which she puts down by Derek. “Sit.” 


Derek arches an eyebrow at her and doesn’t sit. Of course he doesn’t. Werewolves are so sensitive 
about dog jokes. 


Mrs. McCall gives him one of her mom looks. Oh God, it’s a sass-off. “Look, new daddies 
sometime get weak-kneed or a little faint. We’d all prefer if you didn’t fall down. I know,” she 
continues over any attempt Derek makes to argue, “you’re the big bad wolf, but that just means 
you'll fall harder.” Her gaze softens. “Blood is different when you’re already emotional about your 
kid. So sit.” Then she turns away, cutting off Derek’s chance to argue. 


Derek stays silent and still for a moment, then uses a foot to pull the stool closer. Once sitting, he’s 
at a much better height. Stiles’s head is lined up with his chest instead of his stomach now. 


It turns out Mrs. McCall timed things perfectly. Stiles was too busy watching the show to notice 
Deaton jabbing him with a needle or Scott helping him get ready to cut him open. 


"Let's get started." Stiles hates Deaton's mild voice so much right now. 


He keeps his gaze on Derek’s face. Derek’s eyes occasionally flick toward the screen, but for the 
most part his attention is on Stiles. Stiles can hear things happening, but he’d rather not, since he 
can’t make sense of the noise and the conversation is a bit freaky. 


Then Deaton says, “You ready, Scott?” 


There’s shuffling and then Scott speaks, his voice filled with awe. “Dude, I’m holding your kid.” 
He pauses; Stiles imagines him swallowing. “It’s a boy.” 


“A boy,” Derek says softly, then bites his lip. His eyes are filled with tears, and a few slide down 
his cheeks. 


“Oh my God, you giant sap,” Stiles teases gently, because Derek is not living this down even if 
Stiles actually thinks he’s completely adorable. 


Derek just gives him a watery smile, leans in, and kisses Stiles on the forehead. “We have kid.” His 
voice is filled with wonder. 


Then the baby starts to cry. They both turn to see, but the screen of sterile drapes still blocks their 
view. “Scott, why don’t you get him cleaned up and then hand him to Derek while Melissa and I 
finish up here.” 


Right, because they still have to make sure that Stiles no longer has the parts to let this ever happen 
again. 


Nikolai—oh, man, Nikolai!—continues crying as Scott quickly wipes him down and bundles him 
up. Stiles catches glimpses of small hands and feet from here, but he doesn’t get to see his son 
properly until Scott carries him over and gently places him in Derek’s arms. 


Derek looks at Nikolai like he can’t believe it. He’s wide-eyed, and there are still tears leaking 
from him eyes. Stiles’s heart feels like it’s going to burst, he’s so full of love for them both. 


Once he’s warm and comfy once again, Nikolai stops crying. And Stiles can see his perfect little 
baby face, with his button nose and bow mouth, and his blue eyes that blink hazily several times 
before sliding shut. 


“He’s beautiful, Stiles,” Derek murmurs. 


Stiles has to agree. He reaches up a shaky hand rests it across Derek’s arm, stroking his fingertips 
against Nikolai’s tiny little cheek. Nikolai shifts slightly, and his nose twitches. Taking funny little 
breaths, he turns toward Stiles. 


“He’s scenting you,” Derek murmurs. And damn if that isn’t the cutest thing ever. 
“Hi, Nikolai,” Stiles says. 


They stay that way in their happy little family tableau, staring at Nikolai in awe while he just 
breathes, until Deaton announces he’s ready to stitch Stiles up, with Scott’s help. 


Mrs. McCall turns to her newest patient. “Let me get a look at him, boys.” 
Derek hunches over, leaning in toward Stiles protectively. 

“You’re not seriously—” Stiles starts, but Derek cuts him off. 

“Sorry.” He blushes and visibly forces himself to relax. “Instinct.” 


He lets Melissa take Nikolai, though with clear regret and unease, so she can measure and weigh 
him and make sure everything is okay. They’re all pretty optimistic about his health since Derek 
says werewolf babies tend to be born strong, but they have to be sure. 


“So what’s his name?” Melissa asks while she does her thing. She and Stiles’s dad have a plan in 
place to get his (forged) legal documents in order, complete with a fake mom. 


“Nikolai,” Derek says, his voice tender with affection. 


Stiles turns to look at Scott, who’s standing at the ready in case Deaton needs him. “Nikolai Scott 
Hale,” he says. 


Scott turns around quickly. “What? Dude, seriously?” 
“It seemed appropriate to name him after his godfather.” 


Scott beams. “Oh my God, you suck! I can’t—as soon as Deaton is done here, you are getting the 
biggest hug of all time!” 


“How about you put that off for six weeks or so,” Deaton says a little sternly. 


Wow. For the first time ever, Stiles and Deaton are in total agreement. Stiles wants some time to 
recover before he gets subjected to one of Scott’s bone-cracking werewolf superhugs. “You can 
hug Derek instead,” Stiles suggests a little meanly. 


Scott and Derek eye each other from opposite sides of Stiles. 


Scott breaks first, shrugging, the grin still in place. “Okay.” He walks around the bed and wraps his 
arms around an unresisting Derek, who looks kind of like he just got sucker-punched. “Congrats, 
bro. Your kid is perfect.” Then he pulls back and slaps Derek on the shoulder. “Hurt him or Stiles 
and I will play jump rope with your entrails.” 


The threat seems to faze Derek less than the affection, which says something terrible about his life 
that Stiles is going to analyze later, when he’s less emotionally vulnerable. “I’d let you.” 


Ugh, the sap level in the room is getting unbearable. They should open a window or something 
before Stiles chokes on all the manly suppressed emotion. “The three of you are sweet,” Mrs. 
McCall says as she finishes whatever she’s doing with Stiles’s baby. 


Holy crap. Stiles has a baby. 


He doesn’t even have time to let it sink in before Mrs. McCall comes over with Nikolai. “Help him 
sit up, Derek. Use the pillows.” 


“Tm not an invalid,” Stiles protests, but when Derek helps him move, he gets a hint of the pain 
he’s in for from his incisions. “Okay, I take it back. Totally helpless. Assist me, please.” 


Derek and Scott exchange looks again, and this time they each take an arm and hit him with the 
funky werewolf pain-drain mojo. They are seriously the best. 


And then they let go and Mrs. McCall puts Nikolai in his arms for the first time, and. Stiles’s 
throat sort of swells closed as Nikolai turns toward his body, snuggling—okay, so he’s really 
rooting for a nipple, Stiles knows that, but it feels like a snuggle. Deaton hands him a bottle of 
something and Stiles feeds his son for the first time. 


“Way to go, Dad,” Mrs. McCall says approvingly, but Stiles can only meet her eyes for half a 
second before he’s sucked back in by Nikolai. Gorgeous, perfect, amazing, tiny Nikolai, who has 
completely inherited Derek’s appetite. 


“Dude, look at him go,” Scott comments, and Stiles hears Derek snort. 


“Speaking of dads,” Mrs. McCall says, but Stiles isn’t really paying attention to much outside 
Nikolai. He vaguely registers Deaton and Scott and Mrs. McCall leaving the room, but he doesn’t 
look up again until he hears the familiar sound of his father clearing his voice. 


“You know, your timing could be better,” he says. 


This time Stiles does raise his head. His dad looks seven kinds of exhausted, but also happy and 
possibly on the verge of tears. What is it with the men in Stiles’s life and the tears of joy today? 


“I just got off work an hour and a half ago,” Dad goes on. 
And finally—finally Stiles looks at the clock. It’s one thirty in the morning. 


A choked laugh escapes him before he can think better of it, but even though laughing fucking 
hurts, he can’t stop. He leans his head against Derek’s shoulder and laugh/cries until Nikolai opens 


his eyes and glares at his empty bottle. Definitely Derek’s kid. 
“What’s so funny?” Derek murmurs in a voice that says he might never find his growl again. 


Stiles looks at him. Looks at his dad. Looks at Nikolai. Looks at the clock again. “I just gave birth 
to Werewolf Jesus,” he says around another fit of hysterical giggles. He notes distractedly that his 
face is wet. Apparently the emotion of the day has gotten to him too. “On Christmas Day.” 


Derek leans his head on Stiles’s shoulder. Stiles guesses from the way his body shakes he’s either 
laughing or crying, maybe both. Deciding to ignore Derek’s reaction lest he make himself laugh 
more—which fucking hurts—he smiles at his father. “Hey, Dad,” he says. “Look what I made.” 


“He’s pretty darn cute.” His dad moves in on the opposite side of the table from Derek, shuffling in 
as Close as he can get. “Hello, Nikolai.” He reaches out to run his enormous hand over Nikolai’s 
tiny head. 


As much as Stiles totally does not ever want to let go of his kid again, he figures he can be 
unselfish for a few minutes. “Want to hold him?” 


“Oh boy, do I ever,” his dad says, already reaching out to scoop Nikolai into his arms. Stiles feels 
Derek tense next to him and wonders if Derek will spend the rest of his life trying to not freak out 
at people who touch his kid. 


“Hi there, little man. I’m your grandpa.” 


Nikolai opens his eyes and sniffs around a bit, taking in the new person. Then he closes his eyes 
and settles in. 


“He’s beautiful, Stiles. The second perfect baby I’ve seen.” 


A few months ago—probably a few hours ago—Stiles would have rolled his eyes at his dad for 
being so corny. He gets it now, though, because when he looks at Nikolai, perfect and beautiful are 
the only words that come to mind. 


“T ve sent the others home,” Mrs. McCall announces as she comes back in to check on everyone. 
“Hey, Melissa, I’ve got a grandkid,” his dad says. His eyes are still shiny, but he’s beaming. 
“I know, I saw,” she says, but there isn’t any mockery in her tone. 


They kind of just stare at each other for a few long seconds. If Stiles were feeling up to it, he’d shift 
awkwardly. Something is totally going on between them. 


Dad breaks the eye contact first so he can look back down at Nikolai. Mrs. McCall moves to stand 
next to him. 


“He’s a beautiful kid, John,” she says quietly to him. 


And then Something Weird Happens: Stiles’s dad turns to her and gives her the Mom Smile. Stiles 
hasn’t seen that smile since his mom died. Dad has never, not once, given it to anyone else. Stiles 
has too many emotions to deal with this right now. 


“So now that everyone agrees that my kid is awesome,” Stiles cuts in, “when are we going home?” 


Mrs. McCall gives him her “not impressed, Stiles” look. “Normally you’d stay in a hospital at least 
overnight. Since we can’t do that very comfortably here, your dad and I will go back to the loft 


with you tonight.” 
“What?” Derek looks somewhat alarmed by this idea. 


“Don’t worry, we’re not moving in. But trust me, kid, you’ Il be happy to have us when you need to 
start changing diapers and preparing bottles while Stiles is recovering. He’s going to be pretty 
useless for the next several days.” 


“Hear that, Derek? I have to be lazy. Nurse’s orders.” Stiles might feel stifled by that, but right now 
he could happily sleep for about a week as long as he got to hold his baby while he did it. 


“Just what you needed,” Derek mumbles, but he nudges his nose to Stiles’s temple anyway. 


“Hm,” Stiles hums. “Can I have my kid back?” His dad has been holding him for minutes, all told, 
Stiles feels he’s been remarkably restrained in not demanding his dad hand over the baby before 
someone gets hurt. 


“All right, keep your pants on,” Dad grumbles, but he puts Nikolai back where he belongs. 


Derek reaches out straightaway to rub his hand ever Nikolai’s head, and strokes a finger down his 
nose. Stiles can’t tell if it’s scent-marking or just touching for touch’s sake, but it doesn’t really 
matter. It’s all bonding in the end. 


Stiles leans more heavily into Derek. They’re going to have to get moving eventually, but right 
now Stiles just wants to be close to Derek and Nikolai, just wants to feel them breathe and just be. 


“Hey, Derek?” 
“Hm, what?” 


“Did I ever tell you how happy I am my psycho English teacher knocked me up with your kid?” 
His dad and Mrs. McCall make choked noises. 


Derek huffs. “Stiles?” 

“What?” 

“Shut up.” 

“Okay.” Stiles keeps watching Nikolai breathe. He’s still perfect. 


Derek sniffs, then snorts. Then he says, sounding a strange mix of amused and accusatory, “It still 
smells like pregnancy in here.” 


“Well, maybe it hasn’t worn off yet—” Stiles stops when Derek shoves his nose right in his neck 
and takes a long, deep inhalation. 


“Tt’s not you,” Derek announces. 


If it’s not Stiles, then.... He and Derek turn as one to look at Mrs. McCall, who’s tucked under his 
dad’s arm. She looks a little sheepish and a lot surprised. Dad looks more like a deer in the 
headlights. 


Stiles can’t help it—he laughs. When the giggles finally subside, he catches sight of his dad staring 
at Mrs. McCall like he can’t figure out what happened. Stiles wonders if that’s how he looked 
nineteen years ago. 


“Hey, Nikolai,” he says to his sleeping baby. “You hear that? In less than nine months, you’re 
going to have a little aunt or uncle.” 


Oh man. He can’t wait to tell Scott. 
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